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Mrs. ANNA MARIA MorDAUNT. 


Mavpamn, 
H E Three Graces, which, 
above all other Arts, fo 
powerfully charm the Squl, are 
Poetry, Painting and Muſic. And 
each of theſe is nothing elſe but 
a certain agreeable Beauty made 
up.of a regular Compoſition of 
Language, Colour and Sound; 
which finding their way to the 
Mind by thoſe two noble Inſtru- 
ments of Senſation, the Eye and, 
the Ear, entertain it in the high- 
eſt Perfection. All theſe proba- 
EL | 


iv DEDICATION. 


bly were exerted together i in So- 
LomoN's' Fair One; as the pre- 
ſent Age is eonvinc d they are in 
You. Her Language, like yours, 
was natural Poetry ; her Voice 
Muſic; and the excellent colour- 
ing and formation of her Fea- 
tures, Painting: But, ſtill like 
yours, drawn by the inimitable 
Pencil of Nature, Life itſelf; a 
Pattern for the greateſt Maſters, 
but copying after none; I will 
not ſay Angels are not caſt in the 
ſame Mold. 

Taus SoLOMON was A Poet, 
and thus I tranſlate. He drew 
the Charms which his beautiful 
SaPHIRA preſented; and I tran- 
feribe from You. We may e- 
qually boaft of being inſpir d, 
each of our Breaſts having been 
fill'd with a Goddeſs: only with 

this 
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this Difference; that my Poem 
ought to excel, as I have had the 
Advantage of a brighter Object: 
Whoſe Beauties, as yet unſullied 
by the wanton Gales of Love, 
like new-faln Snow, glitter with 
a ſu perior Luſtre: 

I us'd to contemplate this 
happy Monarch's Love, with 
Pleaſure; and behold his Charmer 


with Admiration. Forgive me, 
injur d Maid, I deſpis' d our cold 


Northern Hands tor producing 
ſo indifferent a Race of Females; 


no more to be compar'd with the 


Idea I had form'd of Her, than 


 SPENSERS ſnowy Lady to the 


real FLORIMEL. But when I faw 
You, like the Star which is Har- 
binger of the Day, dart thro' 
theGloom and glow with Charms 
too bright to be beheld, good 

A3 _  - Goat 
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Gods! | how -aſtoniſh'd; e 
chang'd - I was! I viewed You as 


the Angels did the new-created 


World, with exceſfive Delight; 
and infleat of admiring SAPHI- 
RA, ador d You. 

O LoveLy Deity, parden the 


Preſumption of this Addreſs, and 


favour my weak Frideavgges) 
If my Confeſſion of your divine 
Power, is any where too faint, 
believe it not to proceed from a 
want of due Reſpect, but of a 
Capacity more than Human. 
Whoever thinks of You can no 
longer. be himſelf; and it He 
could, ought to be ſomething 
above Man to celebrate the Ac- 
compliſhments of a Goddeſs. 

_ To You I owe my Creation, 
as a Lover; and in the Beams of 
your Beauty only I live and move 


and 
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and exiſt, If there ſhould be a 


total Suſpenſion of your Charms, 
J muſt fall to nothing. But it 
ſeems to be out of your Power to 
deprive us of their kind Influence; 
wherever you ſhine they fill all 


our Hearts; and you are charm- 


ing out of Neceſſity, as the Au- 


thor of Nature is good. 
You too are heavenly, and 


therefore muſt be good. O per- 
mit Me, your deſpairing, yet 


| moſt fincere Suppliant, to ap- 


proach the Altar of your Beauty; 
to offer up the firſt Fruits of my 
Mule, and, with a diſtant Hope, 


to implore your Favour. My 


Infidel Heart was firſt converted 


by your Charms, and will tri- 


umph with Conſtancy under all 
the Sufferings it ſhall meet with 


in their Service; and tho' Want 


of 
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of ſufficient Merit may juſtly 
bar it from the Expectation of a 
future Bleſſing, yet, O divine 
Being, indulge me the temporal 
Happineſs: of Ig myſelf 


Your moſt Devoted, 
moſt Obedient, and 


moſt humble Slave. 


— 3 19 — 2 — 
Mee. % N 
SN 


o 


- Oz, 5 e-/ 


PREF AC E. 


H O' the following Tranſlation comes into 

the World obſcurely and without a Name, as 

if it were ſome ſpurious Off-ſpring not pro- 
per to be countenanc'd; yet give me Leave to ob- 
ſerve that theſe natural Children of the Muſes, which 
are moſt commonly begotten in a Heat of Poetic 
Blood, and a great Vigour and Strength of Fancy, 
are often more healthy and long. lv d than others, 
and carry the Marks of an eaſier Spirit and a more 
florid Conſtitution. If to theſe Advantages of Birth, 
the happy Incidents of Education are added, ſuch as 
drawing the refin'd Air of Parnaſſus, playing upon 
the Banks of Helicon, and cooling their youthful 
Heat by repeated Draughts of the Fountain Hippo- 
crene, I need not ſay how far theſe ſtoln Conceptions 
will exceed any thing that is labour'd in the vulgar 
indifferent way of a cuſtomary Eſpouſal. That the 
Thoughts of this Performance were as well ſuggeſted 
by Genius and Nature, as improv'd by the common 
Rules of Art, cannot be queſtion'd by thoſe who view 
the Author in that Light which he has given us of 
himſelf; as a young Lover inſpir'd with the Charms, 
and furniſh'd with a Deſcription from the Beauties of 


the fair Creature, whoſe Name he has plac'd before 


his Dedication. 


He was a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford, the 


Heir and Hopes of a F amily of good Condition and 


Repute in that County ; whoſe natural and acquir'd 
Qualities were ſuch as might juſtify a particular Pane- 
| gyric; 
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gyric ; but ſince his Name is to be conceal'd, we will 
mention no other Inſtances of that Nature, than this 
only, which his Friends have conſented ſhould be 
made public. He died this laſt Winter, of that Di- 
temper which Phyſicians call a Fever upon the Spi- 
1 rits; when the Indiſpoſition ſeems to proceed more 
ö from the Uneaſineſs of Mind than Illneſs of Body; 
| and is ſuch as either eludes their Art, or falls not with- 
in their Method of Preſcription. This Deſign ſeems 


; to have been executed the Summer before; upon his 
al having accidentaily been in Company with the fair 
1 Lady, who at once kindled in his Breaſt the Fires of 
If Love and Poetry, And this, being a Circumſtance 
b never ſuſpected by his Friends, has made them appre- 


henſive that ſome real or imaginary e 
might have hover'd over his young Paſſion, and given 
it this fatal Blaſt in its ſo early and tender Bloom. 
6 


But as all this is only Conjecture, they don't pretend 
to accuſe any Perſon living as acceſſary to their un- 
fortunate Loſs; they only deplore their not knowing 
14 the particular Situation of his Mind, that they might 
have endeavour'd to apply the proper Preſervative. 
7 That he defign'd the following Sheets for the Preſs 
ſeems pretty plain, not only from his having written 
| the Dedication, but particularly ſpecifying that he 
had taken the fourth Chapter from Steel's Mi/cella- 
nies, with ſome few Alterations ; as he ingeniouſly 
acknowledges in a marginal Note. And therefore 
juſt as he left them, they are ſent into the World : 
with the ſame Title-Page : by which it looks as if he 
Il intended to conceal his own Name from public No- 
þ tice, while he had the Pleaſure in obſcurity to blazon 
| the Charms of his Miſtreſs, by copying from her the 
I ſeveral Features of the Beauty he 1 which, 
conſidering the Eaſtern Manner, and allegorical Ex- 
preſſion, does in his Hands become an Original And 
| whether, oy thus taking the diſtin& Perfections of his 
| celebrated Piece from one ſingle Perſon, he may have. 
| ſucceeded ſo well as Appelles, who drew his Venus from 
Fo a Collection of beautiful Parts taken from a DO 


- — — 


—— —— — 
— > — 
* —_— 


-___ —”—_ CO nya; 3 me > © 3 


— S 
2 — — 


. 
1 

1 

211. 
: 
t 
1 
1 


RX xi 
of the compleateſt Females he cou'd meet with, I 
muſt leave thoſe to judge who have ſeen the young 
Lady that furniſhed the whole Magazine of Graces, 
ſo well diſpos'd in this unhappy Scholar's Portrait. 
Whether he intended to have written any Thing by 
way of Preface or Apology, we cannot determine; 
but nothing of that kind appearing, has made us 
think it proper to give this Account of the Occaſion, 
and what follows of the Manner, of our Author's 
Conduct in this Affair. 

Ir is certain that he has all along kept the Senſe 
of the vulgar Tranſlation in view; and if what he 
was oblig'd, by the Nature of his Deſign, to add, 
has given no true Illuſtration to the ſublime Meaning 
of the Allegorical Writing; ſo neither may we ven- 
ture to ſay, has it diminiſh'd, or debas'd, or any way 
alter d the *Senſe of it; but left it full as applicable 
now, 3s ever it could be in the Original. That Solo- 
man did not directly and immediately intend this as a 
kind of Opera or dramatic Performance to celebrate 
the exceeding Happineſs he enjoy'd in a mutual In- 
tercourſe of Pleaſures with a Woman of his Seraglio, 
can be inſiſted on by no one who conſiders the Nature 
of his own. and his Father Dawid's Prophetic Writ- 
ings; where, tho' ſome other Meaning than what ap- 
pears may be couched by a ſupernatural Direction; yet 
the plain and obvious Senſe was always underſtood of 
their own Affairs, and by them ſuited to ſome parti- 
cular Occurences, of no extraordinary kind. 

Tunis being allow'd, we will endeavour to find out 
who the Perſon was, which has been diſtinguiſh'd to 
Poſterity by ſuch a tender Deſcription and warm Re- 
preſentation of her own and her Royal Maſter's Paſ- 
ſion. And though this may ſeeſh to be an Inquiry 
of a nice and difficult Nature, but of little or no Ad- 
vantage to the Common-wealth of Letters; yet I 
hope to make ſome Diſcovery in it, for an Embelliſh- 
ment of this particular Piece, and for the Satisfaction 
of my candid Readers the Ladies. 'I know that this 
Sultana has been vulgarly ſuppos'd to be Pharaoh's 
| Daughter, 


EIn 
Daughter, becauſe Solomann is recorded to have ef. 
pous'd ſuch a one; for in the * Hiſtory of his Life 
and Actions it is expreſsly mention'd, that he enter'd 
into an Alliance with Pharaoh King of Egypt, and 
married his Daughter, and brought her home to the | 
City of his Father David: And after he had finiſhed | 
the Temple at FJeruſalem, and ſome other public | 
Edifices of Strength and Beauty, he built a Palace 


for her particularly; which looks like a Mark of ve- 


ry great Favour and Eſteem; as it probably was, and 
nothing elſe. For having married the Daughter of 
ſo powerful a Prince, as the King of Egypt, (very 
likely for Reaſons of State, and to ſtrengthen the 
Intereſt of his own Conntry by an Alliance with ſo 
formidable a Potentate) he could not help ſhewing | 
all the Regard that was due to her high Birth and 
Condition; by building her a ſeparate Court, and | 
granting her ſuch an Allowance as might be ſufficient | 
to ſupport her in proper Grandeur, And this he | 
might do without the leaſt Embarraſſment of his pri- 
vate Pleaſures, or Oppreſſion of his Subjects; if we 
conſider, that by the admirable Treaty of Commerce | 
which he had eſtabliſhed with a maritime Power, he 
had made Gold and Silver at Home, as plenty as the | 
Dirt in the Streets. Now, that the Lady here in- | 
troduc'd could not be this Egyptian Princeſs, ſeems | 


reaſonable from hence: becauſe ſhe is character d as 


a private Perſon, a Shepherdeſs, one that kept a 
Vineyard, and was us'd ill by her Mother's Children. | 
All which will correſpond very well with ſomebody | 
elſe ; but can't, without great ſtraining, be drawn to | 
fit ſo illuſtrious a Princeſs. Not but that this luxurious | 
and rich Prince coyld well afford to maintain all his 
Concubines, in thEr ſeveral Houſes and Gardens of 
Pleaſure with a Magnificence truly Royal; as it is | 
probable he did many of them. And this Lady | 
ſeems to be attended with a Number of Female Slaves F 


— 


— 


® 1 Kings ili. 1. vii. 8. 2 Chroz. vii. 13. 
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appropriuted to her own particular Uſe : Tho' it is as 


probable that he often diverted himſelf privately with 


them as a Shepherd in Maſquerade, in his Groves and 
Wilderneſſes, curiouſly conſiſting of the moſt exqui- 
ſite rural Amuſements, and the moſt delicate Collec- 
tion of Flowers, Fruits and Spices. And he is here 
deſcrib'd as coming by Stealth in the Night to her 
Chamber or Apartment, and ſhe as privately ſollici- 
tous in her Search after him ; which probably was a 
concerted Deſign upon ſuch Occaſions, to enliven 
their Pleaſures, by making them ſeem attended with 

Danger and Difficulty : All which are a Sort of little 
agreeable familiar Liberties, not ſo conſiſtent with 


the Formality and Ceremony commonly us'd with a 
Royal Conſort. 


THEREFORE ſeeing we have ſo good Reaſon to 


conclude that this was not Pharaoh's Daughter, we 
will next endeavour to ſhew who ſhe was. And here 
we are deftitute of all Manner of Light but what is 
afforded us by that little Arabian Manuſcript men- 
tion'd in the Philoſophical Tranſactions of Amfler- 
dam, 1558, ſaid to be found in a Marble Cheſt among 
the Ruins of Palmyra, and preſented to the Univer- 


ſity of Leyden, by Dr. H:rmannus Hoffman. The 


Contents of which are ſomething in the Nature of 
Memoirs of the Court of S/oman ; giving a ſuccinct 
Account of the chief Offices and Poſts in his Houſe- 
hold; of the ſeveral Funds of the Royal Revenue; 
of the diſtin&t Apartments in his Palace there; of the 
different Serag/ios, being fixty-two in Number, in 
that one City. (Tho' our young Author ſeems to 


ſuppoſe all the King's Miſtreſſes were kept in one.) 


Then there is an Account given of the Sultanas ; 
their manner of Treatment and Living; their Birth 
and Country, with ſome Touches of their Perſonal 


Endowments, how long they continu'd in Favour, 


and what the Reſult was of the King's Fondneſs for 
each of them. Among theſe there is particular men- 
tion made of a Slave of more exceeding Beauty than 
had ever been known before; at whoſe Appearance 
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the Charms of all the reſt vaniſh'd, like Stars before 
the Morning Sun; that the King cleav'd to her with 
the ſtrongeſt Affection, and was not ſeen out of the 
Seraglio where ſhe was kept, for above a Month. That 
ſhe was taken Captive, together with her Mother, 
out of a Vineyard on the Coaſt of Circaſſia, by a 


Corſair of Hiram King of Tyre, and brought to Je- 


ruſalem. It is ſaid ſhe was plac'd in the Ninth Sera- 
glio, to the Eaſt of Palmyra, which in the Heibreav 
Tongue is call'd Tadmor, Which, without farther 
Particulars, are ſufficient to convince us, that this 
was the charming Perſon, ſung with ſo much Rap- 
ture by the Royal Poet; and in the Recital of whoſe 
Amour he ſeems ſo tranſported. For the ſpeaks of 
herſelf as one that kept a Vineyard; and her Mo- 
ther's introducing her in one of the Gardens of Plea- 
ſure, (as it ſeems ſhe did at the firſt preſenting of her 
to the King) is here diſtinctly mention'd. The Ma- 
nuſcript further takes Notice that ſhe was call'd Sa- 
phira, from the heavenly Blue of her Eyes; which 
are Hints I find the ingenious Tranſlator has taken 
from fome Converſation we once had upon this 
Head Andnow I think, if this Roll of Parchment 
may be. allow'd to have lain uncorrupted ſo many 
hundred Years; as in a Cheſt of durable and firm 
Marble, well cemented and lying in a dry fandy 
Earth, may not be impoſſibie; there can be no Rea- 
ſon. to ſuſpect the fair Circaſſian, and the celebrated 
Beauty in the Song, for being different Perſons. 

I SHALL only beg your Patience, kind Reader, 
while 1 add a Word or two more by way of Apolo- 
oy for the young Gentleman's Performance, which 
you have, ſach as it is, without any Alteration. 
There are ſome Things which I could have wiſh'd 
might have been drawn over with another Colouring ; 
and which, had they come to my View in my Pupil's 
Life time, as his Tutor, I ſhou'd have advis'd him to 
have caſt in another Form. But being become as it 
were a Relique ſince his Death, I look upon it as a 


kind of Profaneneſs to change its Shape; as well as 


profeſs 
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rofeſs my Want of Capacity to ſet any thing of this 
Lind in a more beautiful Light. Yet, I would fain 
excuſe, what I am not certain to be irreproveable ; 
and muſt defire the Reader of a nice Ear, if he meets 
with any Thing not ſo well tun'd, to conſider it as 
the firſt Attempt of a Novice; whoſe Eagerneſs is 
apt to precipitate them too much ; eſpecially in their 
firſt Performances. 'Tho' from my Pupil's uſual Cor- 
rectneſs in his College Exerciſe, I may venture to 
pronounce of him what Ovid did of himſelf, when 


prevented from reviewing his Works by a leſs fatal 
Occaſion, | 


Emendaturus, fi licuiſſet, erat. 


Whatever is too puerile, looſe, or ſuperfluous. would 
certainly in a great meaſure have been prun'd away; 
and the Roughneſits fill'd and poliſh'd into a more 
agreeable Luſtre. But, however I will venture to 
ſay as it 1s, that the Images which here and there 
appear in a looſe Dreſs, are no more than Copies of 
the antique Drapery, and to any who would be 
thought free from Prudery, may appear without the 
leaſt Exception. If the Muſe is bold and plain in 
the Original, ſhe only puts on an Air of Freedom, 
to take an Opportunity of diſcovering ſome of her 
Beauties; and if the Copyeſt uſes the ſame Artifice, 
tho' he miſcarries in his Attempt, he ſhould not be 
blam'd for endeavouring to imitate ſuch a Maſter- 


ſtroke, The great Fear is that he has drawn his Co- 


py in too faint a Light; which very Fault, if he be 
arc of it, will ſcreen him from the Imputation of 

aving run into the other Extreme, and outdone the 
boldneſs of his Original. 

For my part, if I may be allow'd to ſpeak with- 
out Suſpicion of Partiality, I think it inferior to few 
of the Productions of late Years, for the Sublimity of 
Diction and Harmony of Numbers. Were any of 
our modern Tragedies interlac'd with ſome of che 


golden Wires drawn from thoſe Love-Speeches, how 
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would they glitter and dazzle the Ears of the Au- 
dience, and ſet off the dry and inſipid Stuff, with 
which moſt of their coarſe ſpun Pages are lin'd! 


Purpureus, latè qd ſplendeat, unus & alter 
Afſſuitur Pannus. 


Whereas this is a whole Piece of rich glowing Scar- 
let; which cut out into thin Shreds, and ſtitched up- 
on their Heroes and Princeſſes, would ſhine thro' an 
hundred Plays; filling the Heads of the Beaus with 
Rapture, and the Hearts of the Ladies with Tender- 
neſs; dwelling upon their Lips in endleſs Repetitions, 
and obliging them to ſpend their agreeable Voices in 
paſſionate Encomiums upon the Author, | 

Bur I have done; I pray this Fondneſs may be 
excus'd : as Guardian to a Virgin Muſe, I may be 
allow'd to recommend my Charge in my own Market 
Phraſe ; and provided the World is but civil to that, 
they have my free Leave to take what Liberties they 
pleaſe with my awkward and odd Manner of intro- 
ducing it. 


Oxon," March 25, 1920. 


THE 


IE 


FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 
FN oe 


IRGINS of Albion, Ye Fair Female Kind, 
Who live to Love's ſoft Meaſures well in- 
clin'd, 

Whoſe gentler Minds have known the pleaſing Smart, 

And felt his Venom tickling thro' your Heart, 

To you the following tender Scenes I write; 

To you, beſt Judges of the beſt Delight. 

Thrice happy He, who could his Muſe employ 

To heighten and improve fo fine a Joy. 


HEN the ſoft Sex conveniently may find 
What Pleaſures flow from Love with Prudence join'd, 
What ſweet Ideas flutter in the Breaſt, 
By melting Lips what Raptures are expreſt ; 


How ſafe the Joys that fill their circling Arms, 


When Men of Senſe are truſted with their Charms. 


Nox let the Style or Foreign Phraſe offend, 
Twas thus thoſe Eaftern Beaus their Paſſion penn d! 
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The Sentiments were ſuch, in ſuch a Pair, 
Where He was moſt diſcreet, and She moſt fair; 
Tho' we may well conclude, from what is writ, 
The Man had Beauty, and the Woman Wit. 


Arrenv! the Lady firſt ſhall Silence break; 
"Tis thus the faithful Story makes her ſpeak. 


Saansssusasesssasasasssasan 


CANSEDO l. 
SHE. 
LOVE! thy mighty Burnings who can 


bear 
What Thirſt, what Favour can with mine compare ! 


With Speed conduct me to the lovely Swain 
That fires my Soul, and cauſes all my Pain; 
"Tis only that dear Youth whoſe balmy Kiſs 
Can mitigate my Smart with healing Bliſs. 

O come, my Deareſt, come and hither bring 
Thy Lips adorn'd with all the blooming Spring. 
A thouſand Sweets their fragrant Atoms blend ; 
Which, in a Gale of Joy, thy Breath attend : 
Such ſoothing Cordials to my Soul apply ; 
Heal me with Kiſſes, Love, or elſe I die; 
With poignant taſteful Kiſſes, ſuch as thine, 
Whoſe Flavour far excels the richeſt Wine.. 


Ar the dear Mention of thy charming Name, 
The bluſhing Nymphs diſcloſe their hidden Flame; 
While Z-phyrs bland the pleaſing Accents bear, 
Perfumes are wafted thro the gentle Air; 

The pow'rful Sound enchants the liſtning Grove, 
And tender Damſels ſicken into Love. 


WHERE'ER 


ER 


— 


AIR 


The IRC AS SIA. 


WuERE'ER you go, where e' er yourSteps you move, 


Thither I'm hurried on the Wings of Love; 


His ſilken Cords my yielding Limbs enthral, 
And I muſt follow my Beloved's Call; 

But, while fuch mighty Charms as his invite, 

My Chains are Tranſport, and my Taſk Delight. 


Wuar wou'd my Prince, my lovely Tyrant have? 
Oh! whither wou'dſt Thou draw thy willing Slave? 
I ſee, I ſee, the golden Doors unfold, 


The Royal Bed, with Raptures, I behold ; 


To Thee my Virgin Bluſhes I reſign, 

And, ſpite of inbred Modeſty, I'm; Thine. 
Ecftatic Pleaſure fills my gaſping Soul, 

As Wines, profuſely pour'd, o'erflow the Bowl: 
O ſtay, my flitting Senſes, and record 

The Bliſs theſe momentary Joys afford; 

Yes, tomy kind Endearments [I'll be true, 

And give thy wond'rous Love its Praiſes due. 


Ye Tirzan Maids, whoſe Skins allure the. Sight 
With milky Fields of pure unblemiſh'd white, 
My artlefs Beauties tho' compar'd with you, 
They ſeem to fade and give a browner Hue, 

Are Beauties ſtill, and only look leſs fair, 

Sun-burnt and tarniſh'd with the Noon-tide Aix. 
I, of ſix Daughters was the lateſt born, 

My Mother's Darling, but my Siſter's Scorn; 

My opening Bloom with jealous Eyes they view'd, 

And fell Revenge their envious Minds purſu'd ; 

Me lonely to the diſtant Hills they ſend, 

Helpleſs myſelf, the. Vineyards to defend: 

Where Southern Blaſts and Rays of ſcorching Heat 

Did on my Face and tender Boſom peat. 


Vet 
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Vet I, wich Patience, in their Vineyards lay 


Whole dewy Nights, and watch'd em all the Day: 
Ah! Me; my own, but ill ſecur'd the while, 

To bold rapacious Love became a Soil. 

Rudely He leapt the Mounds, the Fence deſtroy'd, 
Nor ceas'd *till with the budding Cluſters cloy d. 


TELL me, my lovely Spoiler, thy Retreat ; 
I now forgive ; for Oh! the Theft was ſweet. 
If You, a Prince, will grace the ſhining Court, 
Let Me, your Slave, among your Train reſort ; 
Or if, in Shepherds Weeds, you'll humbly deign 
To feed your Flock along th' extended Plain ; 
Tell me beneath what cooly ſpreading Shade 
At Noontide Hours thy lovely Limbs are laid ; 
Tell me, my Charmer, left I chance to ſtray 
Among the Shepherds Tents, and loſe my Way. 


* 


HE 


O Falk Esr of thy Sex! to hear thy Voice 
The Shepherds and their Sheep alike rejoice? 
Whoſe Bleatings from the Plain ſalute thine Ear, 
And tell the Flocks and Cottages are near: 
The little Path their eloven Feet have trod 
Will bring Thee to thy longing Swain's Abode; 
There may thy Kidlings browze the ſnrubby Green, 
And we lie ſhelter'd in the leafy Scene. 


How gracefully, my Love, thy Charms appear! 
How unaffected all thy Motions are? 


Like Art, thy very Negligence ſhine, 
And Beauty moves in every Step of thine, 
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So tread the manag'd Steeds with comely Gait, 
Harneſs'd to draw the gilded Coach of State. 
Whoſe eaſy Shapes in juſt Proportion riſe, 

And gratify the pleas'd Spectator's Eyes. 
Tranſparent Pendents, with a Brilliant Light, 
Adorn thy Cheeks and point 'em to the Sight : 
The Chains that circle round thy Neck with Gold, 
In ſtronger Links the fatal Gazers hold. 

Haſte, haſte, ye Nymphs, with curious Fingers ply 
The Loom, and interweave the various Dye; 

Let Flow'rs of Silver round the Borders ſhine, 
Mixt with a running Train of golden Twine ; 
With Theſe adorn my Fair, for vulgar Sight ; 

But me her native Charms alone delight. 


SHE 


How my Perfumes, by cloſe Embraces preft, 
Fly out and hang upon my Charmer's Veſt! 
And, while He banquets at the Royal Board, 
To all around a fragrant Scent afford. 
But, when in amorous Folds our Boſoms meet, 
My Love himſelf is like rich Od ours ſweet ; 
Grateful as Myrrh he dwells upon my Breaſt, 
And ſoaths my panting Soul to downy Reſt. 


Wuo can thy manly Graces truly paint, 

Or how deſcribe, where all Deſcription's faint ! 

Thy Charms the reſt of Human Kind ſurpaſs, 

As loftier Vines excel the lowly Graſs ; 

Or, as among the twiſting Vines is ſeen 

The cluſter'd Camphire with ſuperior Green, 

Oh! how tranſcendently my Love is fair! 

To paint his Beauties, what ſhall I compare ! 4 
How 
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How languiſhing his Eyes! like cooing Doves, 
Emitting at each Glance their mutual Loves. 


BenoL p, my Life, our dear expecting Bed 
With Coverlets of lively V erdure ſpread : 
Columns of Cedar, of the choiceſt Grain, 
In rows the ſilken Canopy ſuſtain ; | 
Of inlaid Firr the level Floor; above, 

The vaulted Cieling glows with pictur'd Love. 


P 


CAN TO II. 


HE 


A BLO ON like thine attends the vernal Roſe, 
Such White the Lily of the Valley ſhows. 

As Theſe among the Briers diftingdiſh'd ſtand, 

So you excel the Daughters of the Land. 


SHE 


And You, my Prince, ſo eminently fair 


Above the brighteſt Sons of Men appear, 


As the Pomegranate, with its golden Rind, 
Exceeds the neighb'ring Trees of Silvan kind, 
Under his Shade with ſweet Delight I lay, 
Protected kindly from the ſultry Day; 

His Fruits, with eager Appetite, I eat, 

Indulg'd my Taſte, and cool'd my fainting Heat. 


Ms and my Charmer, now, from noontide Bow'rs, 


To ſpend in yarious Scenes our bliſsful Hours; 
Love 


oſe, 
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Love to the Banqueting Pavilion brings, 

And o er our Heads unfurls his trembling Wings. 
His ſilken Banner hovers in the Air, 

And Love diſplays himſelf emblazon'd there. 
With fev'riſh Heat he ſeizes every Part, 

Burns in my Veins, and revels in my Heart. 

O bring, of cool Sherbet, an ample Bowl, 
Allay my Flame, and pour it on my Soul; 

My ebbing Life with ſpritely Fruits repair, 

And ſooth my raging Breaſt, for Love is there. 


YeT Oh! how ſoft, how pleaſant is the Bed ! 
When on his Arm I lean my loveſick Head: 
On his left Arm my loveſick Head I place, 
His right infolds me with a warm Embrace. 
Soft, I adjure You, by the nimble Fawns, 
And Hinds that bound acroſs the flow'ry Lawns, 
Ye ſportive Damſels, that ye ſoftly move, 
Nor with your Voices wake my ſleeping Love. 


Hark! thro' the Dawn a heav'nly Muſick breaks, 
It thrills my Soul, for my Beloved ſpeaks. | 
Up, like the bounding Hart, He ſprings, He flies, 
And thro' the Latteſs darts his radiant Eyes: 
To Me He calls, Ariſe! Ariſe! my Fair; 

Calm is the Morning, and ſerene the Air; 

The wintry Cold is gone, the genial Spring 7 
Provokes the Flow'rs to blow, the Birds to ſing: 
The wanton Turtle, in the neighb'ring Grove, 
Sits cooing, and renews his Tale of Love: 

Behold ! the pregnant Fig begins to ſhoot, 

The Vine in Cluſters yields its purple Fruit; 

All Nature ſmiling welcomes in the Day : 

Ariſe, my lovely Fair, and come away. 


24 The FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 
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HE 


From the cool Grottos of the Rock I hear 
My Charmer's Voice, and bleſs my raviſh'd Ear. 
Come forth, my Dove, compleat thy Swain's Delight, 
And give thy beauteous Perſon to his Sight. 


Has TE, haſte, ye nimble Hunters, ſpread the Net, 
With many a Toil the Vineyards 'round beſet, 
The wily Foxes take, and from the Vines - 
Avert the little Vermin's fell Defigns : 
Our Vineyards now their nobleſt Grapes produce, 
The ripen'd Cluſters ſwell with Purple Juice. 


SHE 


I am my Prince's, and my Prince is mine, 
Link'd with a mutual Love eur Hearts combine 
Among the Lillies He abides all Day, 

Himſelf as Fair, Himſelf as ſweet as They. 


Tung Dews deſcend, the duſky Clouds ariſe, 
Night draws her ſable Curtain o'er the Skies: 
Return my wand'ring Paramour, return; 

With Me repoſe, and wait the coming Morn. 
Fly-to my Arms, and let thy nimble Speed, 
The Mountain Roe or the wild Hart exceed. 


ght, 


T 0 
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CANTO m. 


S H E. 
TT HE buſy World is huſht in ſilent Night, 
The Silver Moon diſplays ber paler Light; 
When ſleepleſs on my Bed I lie alone, 
For Ah! the Partner of my Soul is gone. 
In vain I ſend my ſearching Hands around, 
My lovely Wanderer is no where found. 
Inward I grieve, and with confuſed Haſte 
My Mantle o'er my Shoulders ſlightly caſt. 
Then thro' the City run, with eager Pace, 


And ſeek my Fugitive from Place to Place. 


Breathleſs and faint Irange o'er ev'ry Street, 

And move, with Pain, my tender faltring Feet. 
The nightly Watch I hail, and thus enquire, 

Saw You the Object of my Soul's Deſire? 

They knew not of Him: Scarce from them I paſt, 
But ſtraight I found and held my Charmer faſt. 
Around his Neck my longing Arms I flung, 

Flew to his Lips, and on his Beauties hung : 
Then to my Mother's Houſe my Captive led, 

And fondly drew him to the genial Bed. 


Ys Daughters of the Land paſs gently by, 
Behold my Love, but with a ſilent Eye: 


I charge you, by the Hinds and Foreſt Roes, 


Not to diſturb Him in his ſoft Repoſe. 


SER! from the ſecret Bow'r of Love he comes, 
The ambient Air is fll'd with his Perfumes ; 
5 C Where- 
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Where :e er He goes, He breathes a ſpicy Breeze, 
And wafts ambroſial F ragrance thro" the Trees. 


BenoLD his Bed the Guards around it ſtand, 
Threeſcore, the ſtouteſt Sons of all the Land: 
Their valiant Breaſts are ſtampt with many a Scar, 
At Home rever'd, and terrible in War: 

Each on his Thigh a mighty Sabre wears, 

To free the Night from falſe alarming Fears, 
Pillars, with Silver Cornice wrought above, 
Whoſe Baſe is Gold, ſuſtain the rich Alcove : 
Sweet Woods of Lebanon the Frame com poſe, 
The lofty Canopy with Purple glows: 

The Middle, pav'd with downy Love, invites 
The Virgin. Nymphs to to taſte 1 Us ſoft Delights. | 


APPROACH, fond Maids, — ſhe my lovely Ling: 
Crown'd with the Beauties of the gaudy Spring, 
The Garland, his indulgent Mother wove, | 
Againſt the ſolemn Feſtival of Love. 


BOB d ee woe 


CANTO W. 


H E. 
OUR envious Thoughts conceal, ve rival 
Throng, ke 
And while I ling my Fair, attend! my Song. 


He R dovelike Eyes ten thouſand Charms diſpenſe, 
Breathing at once both Love and Innocence. 
Behold ! adown her Neck the wavy Locks 
Friſk, like exulting Kids 0'er Gilead's Rocks. 
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Her Ivory Teeth in beauteous Order ſtand, 5 
Like Sheep new-waſh'd and whiten'd on the Strand; 
When, drooping from the Flood their ſnowy Skins, 
Each with their Lambs appears, and each with Twins. 
Her Lips like Threads of Scarlet brightly glow ; 
In ſweeteſt Sounds her moving Accents flow. | 
Around her Cheeks ſoft circling Treſſes ſhine, 
Juſt as the tender Ringlets of the Vine £ 
Round the plump Fruit their wanton Curls entwine. 
Her marble Neck the ſparkling Gems adorn, 
As blazing Pho/phor gilds the roſy Morn, 
Shap'd like the lofty Tow'r in Sion's Fields, 
Studded and hung with Warriors mighty Shields. 
Her Breaſt, where Love and all his Graces dwell, 
Pregnant with Bloom and rip'ning Beauties ſwell ; 
1 Like young T'win-Roes that graze the verdant Meads, 
| With Buds juſt ſprouting from their velvet Heads. 


Hence to the Hills of Myrrh I'll haſte away, 
Where ſpicy Breezes round my Head ſhall play ; 
There ſpend in gentle Dreams the gloomy Night, 
Till Morning Sun reſtores his golden Light. 


From rocky Lebanon return, my Love, 
To Hermon's dewy Hill and Shenir's Grove. 
See from Amana's green and ſhady Brow 


al The diſtant Proſpe& of the Vales below. 
Securely hence the ſpotted Leopard view, 
Nor fear the rugged Lion's brindled Hue. 
ſe, O Mam divinely fair! whoſe every Part, 


Like pointed Lightning melts my raviſh'd Heart; 
Fill'd with your Love I loath the Charms of Wine, 
Nor for the Vineyard's purple Stores repine. 

C 2 80 
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So ſweet you breathe, that whereſoe'er You go, 


The Gales of ſpicy. Saba ſeem to blow. 
Tay kindly Lips a luſcious Juice diſtil, 


And every Kiſs with liquid Honies fill : 


With Scents of Lebanon thy Veſture crown'd 
Scatters reviving Odours all around. : 
The various Sweets which feed the Thymy Bee, 
My Dear, my lovely Princeſs are in Thee. 


Txt Garden thus, ſome Spot of Pleaſure, les, 


Inclos'd for Privacy from vulgar Eyes ; | 
In Thee, each Flow'r uprears its colour'd Head, 
Soft vernal Airs the bloomy Buds diſpread ; 
Joys ever-ſmiling in thy Glances play, 

As trembling Streams reflect the gilded Day. 
Spikenard and Cinnamon, that loves the Vale, 
Rich Thural Fruits, in Thee, their Sweets exhale:-: 
Saffron, with Cafia's orient precious Oil, 
Supply'd by bleſt Arabia's fruitful Soil, 
Whoſe ſpicy Rind, with ſmelling Gum diſtent, 
Breathes thro? the Air a kind Balſamic Scent : 
While fragrant Dews in fleecy Vapours riſe, 
And balmy Clouds perfume the azure Skies. 


S HF. 


Awake, O Zephyr, or Thou Southern Breeze, 
In gentle Murmurs fan the branchy Trees; 
With ſoothing Breath upon my Garden blow, 
That grateful Smells from every Plant may flow. 
Let my Beloved, in the cooly Shade, 

On Beds of Flow'rs repoſe his loveſick Head; 
Or with delicious Fruitage pleaſe his Taſte, 
Be fill'd with Joy, and bleſs the kind Repaſt. 


* 
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CANTO: FV. 
Troy VO 


Elights ſo ſweet the Springs and Grottos give, 
That in thy Garden I would ever live. 

Where-e'er I turn, enchanting Scenes ariſe, 

To glad my Soul, and entertain my Eyes. 

I came, my Fair, I came a willing Gueſt, 

On thy delicious pleaſant Fruits to feaſt : 

Of Gums and Myrrh I robb'd each ſpicy Tree, 

I fipt the balmy Labours of the Bee: 

For Me the Vine with purple Cluſters glow'd, 

With Milk the Nut, the Peach with Nectar flow'd : 

O here, my Fair, for ever let us ſtay, | 

And ſpend i in Love and Wine the live-long Day. 


SHE. 


I sLEEP, but ſtill my liſt'ning Fancy wakes, _ 
A Voice informs Me my Beloved ſpeaks ; ' 
To thy dear Arms, He cries my lovely Fair, 
Receive me from the dark inclement Air: 
6 The Vapours fall, the driſly Dews diſtil, 


„The Drops of Night my Locks with Moiſture fill, 


“ Ariſe, my Fair, unfold the bolted Doors, 
« Ariſe, tis I, thy Wanderer implores”. 

Alas! the dark'ning Shades my Sandals hide, 
My Mantle's negligently thrown aſide; 

Can I now findit? or defile again 


My Feet juſt waſh'd, and from the Bathing clean? 
C 3 Feet 
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Yet will I come all barefoot and undreſt, 
And claſp Thee droping to my warmer Breaſt. 


Uron the Lock my Prince's Fingers move, 
The Sound diffolves my pitying Soul to Love: 
I roſe, I flew with Speed to let Him in, 
But too much Haſte obſtructed my Deſign ; 
Oer ev'ry Bolt my wandring Fingers ſtray 
Perfum'd, and leave ſweet Odours by the Way. 
But when J open'd, Ah! my Love was gone, 
Tir'd out with my Delay, He had withdrawn. 
Sore on my Mind the Diſappointment hung, 
My Soul Regret and fharp Vexation ſtung. 
Again my mournful Voice I fent around, 
But only Echo babbled to the Sound. 
Then madly thro” the filent Street I ran, 
Hoping to find the dear excluded Man: 
Alone I hurried en my giddy Flight, 
Nor fear'd the lurking Dangers of the Night. 
The Watch, to whom. I tenderly complain'd, 
With foul Reproach my ſpotleſs Honour ſtain'd: 
My looſe Attire the Centinels deſcry'd, 
And rudely would have drawn my Veil aſide, 
Pity my Caſe, Ye Virgins of the Plain, 
Whene'er Ye take, reftore my wand'ring Swain: 
For him I languiſh, and my loveſick Mind 
Without his Preſence no Relief can find, 


CHORUS of VIRGINS. 


How bleſt, how more than bleſt the happy Swain: 
For whom ſo fine a Creature can complain. 
Deſcribe, Thou Fair, this Partner of thy Breaſt, 
Show us how He ſo far excells the reſt ; 

| : O ſay 


ain: 


ſay 
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O ſay what Charms, with ſuch ſuperior Grace, 
Finiſh his Perſon and adorn his Face. 


S HE. 

His Face with far tranſcendent Beauty glows, 
As the rich Standard in the Squadron ſhows ; 
His Charms ſuch bright diſtinguiſh'd Luſtre wear, 
Among ten thouſand He'd the Chief appear. 
A youthful Red with intermingled White 
Sets off his Features in a pleaſing Light ; 
Shining his Hair, and of a Raven Black, 
In waving Ringlets falls adown his Back : 
Arm'd with a tender Languiſhment his Eyes 
Pleaſe while they wound, and kill without Surprize: 
So ſoft, and ſo alluring. Turtles look, 
That bill and coo beſide the curling Brook. 


His blooming Cheeks reſemble vernal Flow'rs, 


Warm'd with the Sun and plumpt with April Show'rs. 
His melting Lips like new- blown Roſebuds meet, 
Bedew'd and drooping with 4 balmy Sweet. 

But Oh! his fragrant Kiſſes who can tell! 

So much beyond Deſcription they excel. 

Where can his matchleſs Hand a Rival find ?- 

So turn'd the Fingers, and ſo. fitly join'd ! 

Rings for Embelliſhment by ſome are worn; 

His finer Hands the very Gems adorn. 

His Skin, like poliſh'd Ivory, ſmooth. and fair, 
His Veins like Rows of inlaid Saphires are, 

His ſhapely Legs like marble Pillars, hold 

The Fabric riſing from a Baſe of Gold. 

His Form a. Proſpect ſo inviting wears, 

As crown'd with Cedars Lebanon appears, 

When with the ſloping Sun 'tis gilded bright, 
And bleſſes with its Smiles the diſtant Sight. 


Sven 
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SUCH is my Love, Ye Virgins, ſuch the Swain 
That gives me Pleaſure with alternate Pain. 
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„ 
RIGHT Maid, ah! whither is my Charmer 
gone, | | 
100 And left Thee here defenceleſs and alone ? 
| If Tell Us, that we may range the Streets, the Grove, 
ll | Or Garden, till We find the Man You love. 

1 | SHE. 

114 


4 ti SURE to the Garden he has bent his Flight, 

| For there's his Pleaſure and his Soul's Delight; 
Nor wonder that all Night he revels there, 

A Wilderneſs of Spice perfumes the Air ; 
Citrons above, and fragrant Flow'rs beneath, 

In ev'ry Walk their grateful Odours breathe : . 
Fruits with delicious Pulp his Thirſt appeaſe, 
And riſing Lillies from his Couch of Eaſe. 
Happy, if while He views the pleaſing Scene, 
Some tender Thoughts of Me break in between. 


HE. 
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War other Object can Admittance find, 
While Vou, dear bright Idea, fill my Mind. 
"Wy Shou'd Tirzah with her gilded Turrets riſe, 
| Ws The Landſkip paint, and mingle with the Skies; 
14 Place 
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place but my Fair, my beauteous Princeſs near, 
Her Charms the finer Proſpe& wou'd appear. 
Shou'd Armies march along in meet Array, 

Their Spears advance, their Enſigns wide diſplay ; 
Her Eyes wou'd more exalted Glories dart, 

With more Surprize wou'd' thrill the Gazer's Heart. 
Nouriſht by their propitious Beams I live, 

Yet ſcarce can bear the Splendor that they give: 

So ſhines the Morning Sun with kindly Light, 

But who can view his Blaze without an aking Sight ? 


UnnumBER*D Females, of a Form divine, 
The ſoft Seraglio's private Walls confine ; 
Where blooming Virgins ripen to Deſire, 

And bright Sultanas glow with practis'd Fire: 
Oft, as I ſigh amidſt the beauteous Throng 
For all by turns, but not for Any long, 

From Charm to Charm with eager Guſt I rove, 
Reſolv'd to taſte Variety of Love; 

But ſoon as I behold my heav'nly Fair, 

My wandring Fancy ſtops, and fettles there, 
The Beauties of the Sex I find in One, 

For She's a Magazine of Charms alone. 

The ſlighted Nymphs yet bleſs her with their Voice, 
And Envy's ſelf approves the happy Choice. 


BuT who is This, that with her glorious Eyes, 
Looks like the Morn, and emulates the Skies ? 
Fair as the Moon, reflecting Silver Light, 
Strong as the golden Sun. and beamy bright, 
So glittering Spears that gild the dreadful War 
With fatal Gleams ſhine trembling from afar. 
Down in the Grove of Spices as I ſtood, 

To view the riſing Flow'rs, and pregnant Bud; 
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The Trees in Verdure Green, with bloomy Shade 
And mingled Light, a lively Landſkip made; 
Yet when Her diſtant Eyes like Stars appear, 

My ready Senſes ſtart and center there: 

Wing'd with Defire, my Soul outflies the Wind, 
And the bright Scene neglected leaves behind. 
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CANTO VI 


H. 


E R ſlender Feet, moſt lovely to behold, 

Are cas'd in Purple Buſkins wrought with Gold; 
Her well turn d Legs and full-proportion'd Thighs, 
Charm by Degrees, and with new Beauty riſe ; . 
The Joints with Dimples ſmiling ; and above, 
The Spring of Bliſs, the bubbling Fount of Love... 
Plump is her Belly, but how ſmoothly plain ! 
Like Fields of Wheat impregnated with Rain; 
White as the filver Lily's ſnowy Bloom, 
Swelling with Dew, and fragrant with Perfume. 
Her even Breaſts like the Roe's Youngling's play, 
And panting bound luxuriant as They: | 
Like Velvet Buds the Crimſon Nipples riſe, 
Firm to the Touch and grateful to the Eyes. 
Fair as an Ivory Column's tow'ring Height, 
Her lofty Neck advances to the Sight. 
Her Eyes refle& the Fountain's limpid Hue, 
Clear as the Sky and of a heav'nly Blue, 
Like Beams of milder Light, divinely fair, 
Bound back and braided ſhines her ſilken Hair. 
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The King, in paſſing her bright Form admires, | 
And feels within his Breaſt ſoft kindling Fires; 
Held in the Galleries a Slave to Love, 
Intent He gazes, and forgets to move. 
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How fair art Thou, my Queen, thy n. how 
bright! 
For Pleaſure form'd, and finiſh'd for Delight; 
Tall as the Palm thy Mein, thy juicy Breaſt, 
Like cluſt'ring Grapes, inviting to be preſt. 
Let me the ſtraight the ſtately Bole aſcend, 
Graſp'd in my Arms the blooming Boughs ſhall bend; 
The cluſt'ring Vine in my Embrace ſhall bleed, 
And on thy fragrant balmy Breath I'll feed. 
Thy Lips, whoſe Taſte exceeds the richeſt Wine, 
Shall feaſt my Palate and my Bliſs refine : 
This with new, Pleaſure will our Joys prolong, 
Make Dulneſs briſk, and wearied Nature young. 
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Such Fondnefs ravillies my liſt ning Ear, 


With Thee-FIl range the diftant lonely Fields, 


Where the freſh Spring eternal Pleaſure yields ; 
ere the low Village free from noiſy Strife, 
Unheeded drinks the real Sweets of Life. 
here let us lodge, and with the Morning Sun 
Dur Courſe of pleaſing Toil together run; 
Obſerve the Vine its tender Bud diſcloſe, 
How with young Bloom'the new Pomegranate glows: 
How ripening Fruits in Embryo appear, 
The grateful Proſpect of a plenteous Year. 
| There 
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Give up my hidden Beauties to thy Sight, 


Each paſſing Minute to improve my Joy. 
Graſp thy dear Hand, and witlfa Siſter's Kiſs 
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There, on ſome Bank reclin'd, whilſt over Head 
Embow'ring Jaſmines their ſweet Odours ſhed, 
Claſping and elaſpt with ever-twining Arms, 
Unenvy'd Ill enjoy thy manly Charms, 


And die in Ecſtafies of full Delight. 
FFF | 
CANTO VII, 


SHE. 


II that thou wert, as once my Brother was, 
Free and familiar to my fond Embrace; 
When ſmiling Both, Both innocent and young, 
One Breaſt we ſuck d, and on one Boſom hung. 
Then, without Shame, I'd publickly employ 


Uncenſur'd ſteal a momentary Bliſs : : 
And when, impatient of the raging Fire, 

A mutual Senſe ſhou'd prompt Us to retire, 
Fearleſs I'd lead Thee to my Mother's Bed, 

And on thy Boſom lay my raptur'd Head : 

By Her inſtructed in the Arts of Love, 

My Paſſion might with apteſt Graces move 
While rich Collations, crown'd with cordial Wine, 


Io feed our Flame, like Fuel, ſhou'd combine. 


Bs gone, ye Female Slaves, my Voice obey ; 
Fly, and attend with Silence far away : 
Perhaps my Love, to Solitude inclin'd, 


In gentle Slumbers will indulge his Mind, x il 


The FAIR CIRCASSIAN, 37 


H E. 


Lax on my Arm, on Me thy Head recline, 
The Care to guard my Charmer's Steps be mine : 
Thy Poſture now revives the pleaſing Thought 
How Thou wert firſt to my Embraces brought, 
Beneath a lofty Cedar's gloomy Shade, 
On the green Turf my languid Limbs were laid, 
Thy Mother came, and lo ! She led along 
Her dear SAP H IRA, beautiful and young; 
When ſtraight She gave Thee to my longing Side, 
And IF with Ardour ſeiz'd the bluſhing Bride. 

The Reſt is paſt Deſcription ; xow no more 
Love was outrageous, for his Fit was o'er : 

I rais'd Thee fainting from the fragrant Green, 
The conſcious Print among the Flow'rs was ſeen ; 
My Arm, as now, ſuſtain'd thy lovely Frame, 
Sweet was the Pleaſure then, and now the ſame. 


S HE. 


Licur of my Life, Oh! take me to thy Heart, 
Nor ever with thy fond S A PHI RA part; 

Oh! ſeal me, ſtamp me on thy tender Mind, 

And leave the ſtrong Impreſſion deep behind. 

For Love, like Death, his Scepter ſternly ſways, 
Whene'er the Tyrant calls, the Slave obeys. 


Vine, His Paſſion, turn'd to Jealouſy, will rave 
„ Flerce as a Whirlwind, cruel as the Grave, 
oY ; For ever burnt and burning with Deſire, 


As Coals that glow with unconſuming Fire. 
Let guſhing Brooks and ſwelling Torrents roll 
Their cooling Waters o'er the Love-lick Soul, 


D Yet - 


38 The Fain CIRCASSIAN, 
Yet will ſurvive the bright unſullied Flame, 

Its Vigour lively, and its Heat the ſame. 
Ranſack the ſolid Globe for Wealth, and ſweep 
The ſecret Valleys of the unfathom'd Deep, 
Give all to Love and bribe him to be kind, 
'Yet ſtill you'll feel his Fetters on your Mind : 
"Whate'er-you ſtake, his Value's ſtill above, 
And nothing balances but Love for Love. 


H E. 


Tux, be it publiſh'd thro' the ſpacious Eaſt, 
How much, how dearly SOLOMON is bleſt; 
Shew, how his Palaces and Temples riſe, 
With glitt'ring Roofs aſpiring to the Skies; 
Paint his fair Gardens, and diſcloſe the Groves, 
The private Scenes of his repeated Loves; 

The purling Falls of Water to invite 

Soft Slumbers, and divert with freſh Delight: 
Deſcribe his Ivory Throne, his pompous State, 
With all the gaudy Names that ſound him Great: 
But tell the World that theſe are trifling Things 
.Compar'd to Her from whom his Pleaſure fprings, 
For Grandeur and for glorious Fame defign'd 

To awe the Vulgar, and amuſe Mankind, 

Mere Bubbles made for Wonder and for Show ; 
His real Joys from dearS A PHI RA flow. 


And, left the dazzling Mines from Ophir brought 
To After- ages ſhou'd ſuggeſt a Thought, 
That He, who cou'd command ſo rich a Prize, 
Might well be bleſt, might well be counted wile, 
Let future Times in laſting Verſe be told, 
His Fair One made him Happy, not his Gold. 


SWEET 
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SWEET are the Accents of thy heav'nly Voice! 
The Groves are pleas'd, the liftning Swains rejoice ; | 
The little Birds ſuſpend their flutt'ring Wing, Ti 
Hover in Silence, and forget to ſing. 14 
Once more with that enchanting Muſick chear 
My longing Soul, my fond expecting Ear. 

O come with all thy dear delightful Charms: 
Ruſh on my Breaſt and dart into my Arms: 

Oh, haſte, my Life, and with thy nimble Speed 
The Mountain Roe or the wild Hart exceed. 
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PREFACE. 


T H E kind Reception with which my late 
Pupils Performance has been entertain'd 
by People Fu diftingmſh'd A afie and 
Condition, hut gone ſo far as to honour it with 
ſeveral new Impreſſions; which the Printer 
having thought proper to ſet forth in a Size 
more convenient for the Hand or Pocket, be 
importun d me for ſome other Pieces of the Au- 
thor to fill up the ſupernumerary Pages of bis 
| laſt Sheet. Therefore, in Compliance with his 
Requeſt, I ſent him the following Poems, as 
what 1 judg'd ſufficient for the Supplement be 
defired: And their being turn'd ſo much upon 
the Subject of Love, makes them the leſs unfit 
to be added upon this Occaſion. I believe the 
Remains which I have of his, are enough to fill 
a pretty large Volume ; which may all in their WE 
ſeveral Turns ſee the Light. Theſe which are $18 
bere communicated to the Town were ſome of 1 
them written during the Time of an Excurſion, 1 
which the young Gentleman made to London, 100 
fome few Winters ago. I bere- ever he went, | 


Love was ſtill uppermoſt in bis Mind ; ſo that 
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mv PNA 
be ſeems to have liued, as well as died, for 
that darling Paſſion. I cou d wiſh it had eu- 
cluded from his Imagination Thoughts of a leſs 
innocent Nature, which be ſeems to borrow'd 
from the free-thinking Frequenters of Buttons ; 
fince I can't help ſiſpecting that thoſe, who 
are fo apt to enpauate upon the pious Frauds of 
the ancient Heatbens, would (if ibey durſt) be 
little leſs forward in their Conftruftions of the 
Rites and Ceremonies of modern Chriftlam!y. 


THE 


MIDSUMMER WIS H. 


2e gelidis ſub monti bus Hemi 
Siftat, & ingenti ramorum prote gat umbra ! Virg. 


Written auben the Author was at Eton School. 


\ \ 7 AF ne fome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
To Vindſor's ſhady kind Retreat, 
| Where Silvan Scenes, wide-ſpreading Trees, 
Repel the Dogſtar's raging Heat: 


Where tufted Graſs, and moſſy Beds 
Afford a rural calm Repoſe; _ 
Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old Oozy Thames that flows faſt by 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays; 

His glaſſy Surface chears the Eye, 
And thro' the flow'ry Meadows ſtrays. 


His fertile Banks with Herbage green, 
His Vales with golden Plency ſwell, 
Where-e'er his purer Streams are ſeen, 


The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell. 
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Let me thy clear thy yielding Wave 
With naked Arm onee more divide, 7 


In Thee my glowing Boſom lave, 
And cut the gently-rolling Tide. 


Lay me, with Damaſk Roſes crown'd, 
Beneath ſome Oſier's duſky Shade, 

Where Water-Lillies deck the Ground, 
Where bubbling Springs refreſh the Glade, 


'Let dear Lucinda too be there, 
With azure Mantle flightly dreſt. 

Ye Nymphs, bind up her flowing Hair, 
Ye Zephyrs fan her panting Breaſt, 


O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love; 
To Thee alone the Muſe ſhall ſing, 
And warble thro? the vocal Grove. 


W Ro POT ee 
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E RE I invited to a Nectar Feaſt 
In Heaven, and Venus nam'd me for It 
Gueſt ; 

Tho' Mercury the Meſſenger ſhould prove, 

Or her own Son, the mighty God of Love; 

At the ſame Inſtant let but honeſt Tom 

From Sylvia's dear terreſtrial Lodging come, 
With Look important ſay—defire:—at Three 
Mlone==your Company—to drink ſome Tea. 
Tho! Tom were mortal, Mercury divine; 
Tho' Sylvia gave me Water, Venus Wine; 
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o Heaven was here, and Boauſtreet lay as far 

; the vaſt Diſtance of the utmoſt Star; 

To Sylvia's Arms with all my Strength I'd fly; 

et who would meet the Beauty of the Sky. 


TILL let us love, my Sy/via, and be wiſe; 
Look grave ſometimes, but in our Heart de- 
ſpiſe | 
The Things which formal Hypocrites adviſe. J. 
[he Sun, whoſe flagging Beams decline at Night, 
Kiſes each Morn with freſh recruited Light: 

But We, when once we've ſpent our ſcanty Day, 

uſt bid good-night to Pleaſure, Love and Ply 
ind fleep a whole Eternity away, 

Then, while You live, be conſtant to employ © 

ach ebbing Moment in the Affairs of Joy; 

Vhen Privacy permits, and Youth requires, 

xert your Strength, and light up all your Fires; 
reſtling detain the Angel of Delight, 

nd force a Bleſſing ere he takes his Flight. 

en thouſand Kiſſes let your Lips prepare, 

he balmy Prelude to the Lover's War, 

hick as the whirling Sands on Libya's Coaſt, 
Suck d in Confuſion, and in Rapture loft. 


O Venus] grant thy Suppliant ſuch a Death; 
O'erwhelm'd in Storms like This to loſe his Breath. 
Or 
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Or when the fated Point of Time draws nigh, 
Stretch'd on the ſacred Altar let me lie, 
Sylvia the Prieſteſs, and the Victim I. 

As under 14a's Shades, Almighty Fowe, 


Bath'd in the Sweets of ſoft ambroſial Love,) 0 

Exhauſted lay on Juno's panting Breaſt, Fo 
Godlike diſſolving to immortal Reſt. 1 

Bu 
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YLVTIA, forever lovely, deareſt Maid, 
With You compar'd, the Lily and the Roſe 
O'erwhelm'd in Grief recline their dewy Head, 
Nor This ſo pure, nor That ſo blooming ſhows ; . 
In every Clime your opening Beauties bring 
Flora's whole Wardrobe, a perpetual Spring, 


Unlock the Treſſes of your burniſh'd Hair, 
Looſe let the Ringlets o'er your Shoulders ſpread, 
Thus mix'd, We view them more diſtinctly fair, 


Like Trails of golden Wire on Ivory laid. Y 

So Phebus o'er the yielding Ather ſtreams, 
And ftreaks the ſilver Clouds with brighter Beams. P 
6 { 


Some finely turn'd your poliſh'd Eyebrows rife, 
As modeÞ'd by young Capid's heav'nly Bow; 
And ſure his fatal Shafts are in your Eyes, 
Which at the gazing World in ſport you throw. 
O Nymph, to eaſe your Lover's throbbing Smart, 
Yield, and prepare for a revenging Dart. 


Mi * 


You 
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Your honied Lips, like fair Vermillion bright, 
Moiſt as Dione's with a balmy Sweet, 
Pouting for Kiſſes, ſwell to give Delight, 
And part commodiouſly with mine to meet, 
O come, like Doves, my Sylvia, let us bill, 
Foin, thruſt, and parry with ingenious Skill, 


But ſtop! for ſo exceſſive is the Bliſs, 
It ſhoots like Poiſon thro' my vital Blood, 
With pleaſing Pain you ftab at ev'ry Kiſs, 
O Gods! and torture while You're kindly Good, 
Too lovely Maid! regard my cruel Caſe, 
And heal me with a full compleat Embrace, 


What roſy Odours your ſoft Boſom yields ! 
Heaving and falling gently as You breathe : 
Like Hills that riſe amidſt fair fertile Fields, 
With round ſmooth Tops and flow ry Vales bes 
neath, | 
So ſwell the candid Abs with fleecy Snow, 
While Myrtles bud, and Violets bloom below. 


Your Speech like Muſic flows in charming Strains, 
Your fragrant Kiſſes with Delight I taſte, _ 
Your Touch like Lightning trembles thro' my Veins, 

And wakes my Fancy to a freſh Repaſt. 
Raptures on Raptures, an eternal Round, 
And Joys on Joys ſucceſſively abound. 


If the fam'd'Pow'rs ſuch Fruition ſhare 
In Tranſports which their Appetites refine, 
If Love and Pleaſure are the Buſineſs there, 
What Bliſs have They more exquiſite than mine ? 
Sylvia, like Heav'n, does every Senſe i improve, 
And melts down ev'ry Paſſion into Love. 
E | Hz a- 
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HrATHEN PRIESTCRATT. 
FROM THE 
Ni Book of Ovid's Faſtorum. 


Grant that ever ſince the World began 
The God's claim'd Worſhip from their Creature 
Man; 

But then, in Off rings frugal as in Food, 
Their Altars ſtood unſtain'd with Victim Blood; g 
They offer d beſt who practis'd to be good. 
As yet no foreign Ship with Spices fraught 
Had Myrrh and Frankincenſe from India brought. 
Far off conceal'd'along Euphrates Shore 
"Thoſe balmy Shrubs their fragrant Bloſſoms bore. 
Unvalu'd the rich Cordial Crocus grew, 
Or only yalu'd for its purple Hue. 


The Prieſts their Virtues firſt perceiv'd, and then 


The God requir'd 'em at the Hands of Men. 

Before green Potherbs of good ſavory Smell, 

The Product of each Garden, ſerv'd as well; 

Or branching Laurel, crackling as it blaz d, 

In blueiſh Fumes the angry Gods appeas'd. 

Freſh Garlands, woven from the flow'ry Bank, 
Were deem'd Oblations of ſufficient Rank : 

Violets, if twiſted in among the reſt, 

Brib'd high, and ev'n pronounc'd the Suppliant bleſt. 


Sharp Tools to kill and carve the ſlaughter'd Beaſt, 
Were ſince invented by ſome Butcher Prieſt ; 


Whe 
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Who wiſely finding that the Fleſh was good, 

Feign'd that the Gods muſt be appeas'd with Blood, 
Ceres in Wrath demands the routing Swine, | 
Bacchus the Goat, for nibbling of his Vine. 

The Sheep and Ox, accus'd of no Offence, 

Seem'd to be doom'd without the leaſt Pretence, 
But our diſcreet. Divines declare that theſe 

Do, beſt of all, the Pow'rs immortal pleaſe, 

That the Gods leave their Heaven for ſuch a Treat; 
True; for broil'd Cutlets are delicious Meat, 


But yet ſometimes, to ſhift the artful Scene, 
Some Gods are honour'd with a Beaſt unclean; 
If all which they requir'd were: good to eat, 
Twould make Mankind ſuſpect it all a Cheat; 
Some Rites indifferent muſt be duly mixt, 
To ſhuffle with the reſt, and come betwixt :. 
Thus argues the deſigning crafty Prieſt, 
And*thus conceals and carries-on the Jeſt. 
Therefore a Dog at Triwvia's Altar dies; 

Or a dead Horſe may be a Sacrifice: 
Such as the Perſians offer to the Sun, 
Becauſe he's active and well made to run. 


For, whether all the juggling Pranks they do 


Are advantageous to themſelves, or no, 

The Prieſthood ſtill give Reaſons for each Trick, 
And make 'em all ſignificant alike. 

Gallant Priapus, Guardian of our Fruit, 

An Aſs requires, that aukward heavy Brute. 
But hear the Cauſe his reverend Clergy gwe ; 
Tis no unpleaſant Legend, as I live. 


When ancient Gyeece triennial Honours paid 
To. Bacchus with the Ivy-circled Head, | 
K. 2 Each 
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Each rural Deity was made a Gueſt, 

And chear'd with mirthful Pleaſantries the Feaſt. 
Pan and his Crew of luſtful Satyrs came, 
Whoſe youthful Blood burnt with Venereal Flame : 
For the bright Nymphs, from every Stream and Grove 
Aſſembled there, inſpir'd their Hearts with Love. 
There old S:/enus came, in uſual State, 

Aſtride his Aſs, ridiculouſly great. 

There the rough * Patron of the Gardens too 

With well-hung Enſign march'd expos'd to View ; 
And came where all the Company was laid 

On moſſy Beds beneath a ſpreading Shade. 

There Wine by Bacchus was ſupply'd alone, 

But each was crown'd with Garlands of his own. 

A limpid Brook roll'd thro! the matted Graſs, 

At once to cool and qualify the Glaſs. 

The woody Nymphs, Part with looſe flowing Hair, 
'Their ſnowy Necks, and heaving Breaſts all bare, 
Part dreſt, and with embreded Treſſes crown'd, 

| Their ſhapely Legs in filver Buſkins bound, 

With lily Hands, the fragrant Dinner dreſt, 

And added to the Flavour of the Feaſt. 

The gentle Breeze that wav'd their thin Attire, 
Fan'd in the rural Gods an am'rous Fire. 

There Pan, his Bow begirt with Mountain Pines, 
Ogling, in Sighs his captive Heart reſigns. 
Silenus too with untam'd Luſt was ſtung, 
Whoſe everlaſting Lewdneſs keeps him Young. 
But ſtiff Priapus, Warden of the Groves, 
With Lotis ſmitten, only Lotis loves: 

On her his Wiſhes and his Eyes are fix'd, 
And all his Talk with double Meanings mix'd. 


B 
1 
8 
£ 


— 


— 


— — 


— — 
——— — — H— —————ů— —ä 2; = 
-* - —— 2 os — — 2 8 1 — _ 


2 * 


, " Tar rs . 7 = Sz gg = 


. EY 
ere 


WH 


- 


— 


* Priapus, 


But 


Occaffonal PO EMS. 


But Beauty's often temper d with Diſdain, 
The Fair with Scorn regards her Lover's Pain : 
She awes the Letcher with a diſtant Pride, 
And haughty Smiles his public Flame deride. 


Now Night advanc'd, and Wine and Revels done, 
Eaſy Repoſe with gentle Sleep came on. 
The burning God obſerv'd where, tir'd with Play, 
Lotis beneath a ſhady Maple lay; : 
Stretch'd out ſupine upon a graſſy Bed, 
Upon a flow'ry Turf reclin'd her Head. 
He roſe, and, ſilent as the Steps of Death, 
On Tiptoe ſoftly ſtealing, held his Breath : 
Till he had crept within the bliſsful Bow'r 
That gave his utmoſt Wiſhes to his Pow'r. 
And now, afraid, leſt ev'ry moving Air, 


Een her own Breath might wake the ſlumb' ring Fair, 


The neighb'ring Turf with tender Care he preſt; 
Still lay the Nymph o'erwhelm'd in downy Reſt: 
O'erjoy'd the God her Veſture upward drew, 
And to the Goal with furious Vigour flew ; 

When the grave Pad of old Silenus bray'd, 

And moſt unluckily his Plot betray d. 

The Nymph awaken'd ſtrove with all her Might 
To ſtop the eager Dotard's fond Delight, 

And, rolling ſidelong from his hot Embrace, 
Scream'd out and fill'd with loud Alarms the Place. 
The filver Moon, juſt breaking from a Cloud, 
Show'd where the God in ſtrange Confuſion ſtood, 
Too well provided for the Feats of Love. 

And quite expos'd to all the laughing Grove. 


For this the Aſs was victim'd, and from hence 
All Ales ſuffer for that One's Offence, 
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The feather d Warblers, whoſe melodious Lay 
Gladdens the Shade from ev'ry leafy Spray, 
With Love and Innocence ſecurely bleſt, 


Might hope to ſcape the bloody. minded Prieſt. 


But theſe, they ſay, the Gods command to kill, 

As Creatures that reyeal the heav'nly Will ; 

When in ſwift Flight they ſtretch their painted Wing, 
Or when they raiſe their thrilling Voice and ſing. 
Thus from her Mate the ſpotleſs Turtle torn 

Is often to the flaming Altar born. 

Thus Geeſe for Jo's ſplendid Feaſt are carv'd, 

Tho' once a, Gooſe the Capitol preſerv'd. 

Nor aught avails the Cock his coral Creſt, 

His ſhining Plumes, and gloſſy varying Breaſt, 
Since his ſhrill, Note, which wakes the Morning Light; 
Offends the gloomy Goddeſs of the Night. 


Thus ſays the Prieſt, providing at his Wim 
A roaſted Gooſe, that very ſpecial Diſh. 
And, to reward his ſacerdotal Toil, 
Far him the Cock, for him the * broil. 
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NAKED TRUTH. 
From the Second Book of Ovid's Faſtorum. 


F the gay Sy/van God that widely, roves 

O'er fair Arcadia's Plains, and ſhady Groves, 
That haunts each gurgling Spring, and flow'ry Dale, 
Where opening Tempe ſpreads its happy Vale, 
Where green Cyllene rears her lofty Head, 
And ſtreaming Eadon cuts the graſſy Mead, 
Of Faunus is my Song. Afﬀiſt my Verſe, 
O woody Saint, while I thy Rites rehearſe. 


Rome, * ſtrict Piety of old renown'd, 
With Flowrets ſweet thy verdant Altars crown 
With Thee her wide Pantheon pleas'd to grace; 
Tho' now inferior Saintlings fill the Place. 
At thine, the giddy ſuperſtitious Crowd, 
As now at their Proceſſions, ſtar d and bow'd. 
On Faunus Feaſt they ſanctify d the Day 
With Rubric, Temple, Carnival and Play. 
But ſure their Cult indecehtly they paid, 
And Nature's Privacies too much diſplay'd z 
Uncloath'd thy Prieſts their myſtic Meaſures trod, 
And naked honour'd Thee their naked Gad. 
Forgive the Muſe, if ludicrouſly bold 
The wanton Maid thy Secrets dare unfold ; 
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The feather'd Warblers, whoſe melodious Lay 
Gladdens the Shade from ev'ry leafy Spray, 
With Love and Innocence ſecurely bleſt, 
Might hope to ſcape the bloody minded Prieſt. 
But theſe, they ſay, the Gods command to kill, 
As Creatures that reveal the heav'nly Will; 
When in ſwift Flight they ſtretch their painted Wing, 
Cr when they raiſe their thrilling Voice and ſing. 
Thus from her Mate the ſpotleſs Turtle torn 
Is often to the flaming Altar born. 
Thus Geeſe for Jo's ſplendid Feaſt are carv'd, 
Tho" once a, Gooſe the Capitol preſerv'd. 
Nor aught avails the Cock his coral Creſt, 
His ſhining Plumes, and gloſſy varying Breaſt, 


Since his ſhrill Note, which wakes the Morning Light; 


Offends the gloomy Goddeſs of the Night. 


Thus ſays the Prieſt, providing at his Wiſh 
A roaſted Gooſe, that very ſpecial Duh. 
And, to reward his ſacerdotal Toil, 

Far him the Cock, for him the Pidgeons bro, 
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NAKED TRUTH. 
From the Second Book of Ovid's Faſtorum. 


F the gay Sy/van God that widely roves 

O'er fair Arcadia's Plains, and ſhady Groves, 
That haunts each gurgling Spring, and flow'ry Dale, 
Where opening Tempe ſpreads its happy Vale, | 
Where green Cyllene rears her lofty Head, 
And ſtreaming Lagon cuts the graſſy Mead, 
Of Faunus is my Song. Aſſiſt my Verle, 
O woody Saint, while I thy Rites rehearſe. 


Rome, for ſtrict Piety of old renown'd, 
With Flowrets ſweet thy verdant Altars crown'd, - 
With Thee her wide Pantheon pleas'd to grace; 
Tho' now inferior Saintlings fill the Place. 
At thine, the giddy ſuperſtitious Crowd, 
As now at their Proceſſions, ſtar'd and bow'd. 
On Faunus Feaſt they ſanctify d the Day 
With Rubric, Temple, Carnival and Play. 
But ſure their Cult indecently they paid, my 
And Nature's Privacies too much diſplay'd ; 
Uncloath'd thy Prieſts their myſtic Meaſures trod, 
And naked honour'd Thee their naked God. 
Forgive the Muſe, if ludicrouſſy bold 
The wanton Maid thy Secrets dare unfold ; 


If ſhe, jocoſe, the fabled Cauſe relates, 
To ſee his Clergy cloath'd why Faunzs hates. 


"Twas Summer; Phebus, with declining Ray, 
Began to ſlope the tedious ſultry Day ; 
When Faunus, circled with his horned Throng, 
On the ſoft Turf ſecurely lay along. 
Here from the Chace fatigu'd, and faint with Heat, 
Under the Shade he ſought a cool Retreat. 
No ſunny Beams here pierc'd the leafy 'Trees, 
Which nor excluded quite the fanning Breeze, 
The fanning Breeze among the Branches blew, 
And open'd, to the North, a diſtant View. 
From hence the goatiſh Deity deſcry'd 
Alcides walking with his Lydian Bride, 
When ſtarting, with an amorous Look he gaz'd, 
And while he look'd, her blooming Beauty prais'd. 
O happy Swain ! he gently ſighing ſaid, 
Who uncontroull'd enjoy ſo bright a Maid; 
Stop, and with one dear Sight a Rival bleſs, 
Let me admire the Nymph whom you poſſeſs. 
And you, brown Mountain Goddeſſes, whoſe Charms 
Fade in the Light which now my Boſom warms, 
No more with ill-plac'd Love I'Il kneel to You ; 
Adieu, brown Mountain Goddeſſes, adieu. 


Thus, as ſhe walk ' d, her Air and gay Attire 
Fed the quick Flames of his preyailing Fire. 
Her ſnowy Neck embroyn d with flowing Hair, 
Like Light in Shades appear d more brightly fair. 
Embroider'd Gold her Purple Mantua grac'd, 
A golden Girdle bound her ſlender Waiſt, 
A gilt Umbrella Hercules upheld, 
Which from the Fair the ſcorching Beams repell d. 


Now 
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Now Time, inſenſibly beguil'd with Talk, 
Brings Evening on, and finiſhes their Walk? 
Heſper's bright Lamp flames in the ruddy Weſt, 
And ſhews the buſy World tis Time to reſt. 
Down the deſcending Mount they take-their Way,, 
And winding Vineyards o'er the Vale ſurvey : 
And now are at their cooly Grot arriv'd, 
By Nature imitating Art contriv'd. 
The Roof with unhewn Pumice vaulted hung, 
Round the rough Entrance claſping Ivy clung. 
Near which a purling Spring that down diſtill'd, 
A Ciſtern hollow'd with its dropping, fill'd. 


Here, while the Servants, with officious Haſte, 

Prepar'd for Supper, and the Side-board plac'd, 

The ſprightly Nymph a frolic Fancy try'd, 

And dreſt her rough Alcides like a Bride. 

A Crimſon Pall, varied with purple Hue, 

Of fineſt Silk ſhe o'er his Shoulders threw ; 

Then with her ſcanty Girdle wou'd have brac'd 

The ample Circuit of his brawny Waiſt ; 

And giggled much his Limbs ſo large to find, 

As in her widen'd Plaits were ſcarce confin'd, 

Herſelf put on the Lion's ſhaggy Hide, 

The weighty Quiver rattled at her Side; 

Then graſp'd the Club the mighty Hero bore, 

Which never felt ſo ſoft a Touch before. 

Thus, for a Whim, prepoſterouſly clad, 

They ſupp'd and went to Bed in Maſquerade : 

But lay that Night apart, reſolv'd to riſe 

And chaſtely pay their Morning Sacrifice : 

A Tribute due to Bacchus the Divine, 

The Author of all Good, Love, Mirth, and Wine. 


Now 
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Now all was huſht, for now 'twas midnight Hour, 


When Faunus ventur'd to the roſy Bow'r. 

Love, whoſe inſinuating tickling Dart 

To Action can excite een Woman's Heart, 
Drove the hot Lover fram his ſhady Home 

On dangerous Attempts abroad to roam, 

Thro' all the gloomy Horrors of the Night, 
Scorning unmanly Fear and pale Affright. 

And now, the Entry to the Grotto found, 

He ſpread his bawdy Hands, and grop'd around. 
Here firſt, embalm'd in Wine, the Servants lay, 
Carelefs, and ſnor'd the live-long Night away. 


The blund'ring. God, his Hopes from hence advanc'd. 


To find their quaffing Lord as deep entranc'd, 
Arm'd with a greater Boldneſs ventur'd in, 

And thought to act ſecure the luſcious Sin. 

Firſt, by good Hap, the bliſsful Bed he found, 
Which with Succeſs his Wiſhes might have crown'd. 
But when will ſublunary Creatures dare 

To truſt their Wants with Providence's Care ? 
Each on his own Diſcretion ftill relies, 

And moſt miſtakes, when moſt. he thinks he's wiſe. 
Thus far'd the God; who, had he not believ'd. 
His own Surmiſes, ne'er. had been deceiv'd. 

For when he felt the ſhaggy Lion's Hair, 

The rugged Covering of the comely Fair, 


As when the Shepherd in the thorny Brake 
Treads unawares upon a ſleeping Snake. 

Then, ſtealing forward to th' adjoining Couch, 
Whoſe Silk with Softneſs met his gentle Touch, 
He mounted on the Side that next him lay, 

His Spear advanc'd and ready for the Fray. 


Struck with a ſudden Dread he ſtarted back, 8 
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But lifting up the Cloaths, and feeling there, | 

He found huge Legs all rough with thickſet Hair. 

Surpriz'd, and groping farther, ſtill in vain, 

His curious Search alarm'd the ſturdy Swain, 

Whoſe backſtroke Fiſt recoiling at his Head 

Tumbled the Sy/van from the lofty Bed. | 

The Noiſe diſturb'd the Nymph, who ina Fright 

Call'd up the Slaves, and bid them bring a Light. 

A Light was brought; which ſoon diſcover'd All; 

Poor Feunus bruis'd and groaning with his Fall; 

Who ſcarce could raiſe his batter'd Limbs from 
Ground: "= 

A Ridicule to all che drunken Vaſſals round. 

Loud laugh'd the well-begotten Son of Jove, 

The Lydian Damſel laugh'd, to ſee her Love 

With uncouth Pain diſtort his Satyr's Face, 

Aſham'd and limping from th' unlucky Place. 


The God, by Cloath's thus fatally beguil'd, 
His Hopes betray'd, his am'rous Fancy foil'd, 
Hates all Attire ; and hence his wanton Prieſts 
Admit the Naked only to his Feaſts. 


Then, to refreſh and purify the Heart, 
Divines would only view each outward Part, 
But modern Rome, to ſcour us all from Sin, 
Appoints a prying Prieſt to peep within, 

Both bent to know the Secrets of Mankind, 
The Body Thoſe perus'd, but theſe the Mind. 


ON 
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ON 


FLORIND A, 


Seen while ſhe was bathing. 


WAS Summer and the clear reſplendent 
Moon 
Shedding far o'er the Plains her full-orb'd Light, 
Among the leſſer Stars diſtinctly ſhone, 
Deſpoiling of its Gloom the ſcanty Night, 
When, walking forth, a lonely Path I took 
Nigh the fair Border of a purling Brook. 


Sweet and refreſhing was the Midnight Air, 
Whoſe gentle Motions huſh'd the filent Grove ; 
Silent, unleſs when prick d with wakeful Care 
Philomel warbled out her Tale of Love: 
While blooming Flowers, which in the Meadows grew, 
O'er all the Place their blendid Odours threw. 


Juſt by, the limpid River's cryſtal Wave, 

Its Eddies gilt with Phebe's filver Ray, 
Still as it flow'd a glittering Luſtre gave 

With glancing Gleams that emulate the Day ; 
Yet, Oh! not half ſo bright as thoſe that riſe 
Where young Florinda bends her ſmiling Eyes. 


Whatever pleaſing Views my Senſes meet, 
Her intermingled Charms improve the Theme; 
The warbling Birds, the Flow'rs that breathe ſo ſweet, 
And the ſoft Surface of the dimpled Stream, 
Reſembling 
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Reſembling in the Nymph ſome lovely Part, 
With Pleaſures more exalted ſeize my Heart, 


Rapt in theſe Thoughts I negligently rov'd, 
Imagin'd Tranſports all my Soul employ, 
When the delightful Voice of her I lov'd 
Sent thro” the Shades a Sound of real Joy. 
Confus'd it came, with giggling Laughter mixt, 
And Echo from the Banks reply'd betwixt. 


Inſpir'd with Hope, unborn with light Deſire, 
To the dear Place my ready Footſteps tend, 
Quick, as when kindling Trails of active Fire 
Up to their native Firmament aſcend: 
There ſhrouded in the Briers unſeen I flood, 
And thro' the Leaves ſurvey'd the neighb'ring Flood. 


Florinda, with two Siſter Nymphs, undreſt, 
Within the Channel of the cooly Tide, 
By bathing ſought to ſooth her Virgin Breaſt, 
Nor could the Night her dazzling Beauties hide : 
Her Features, glowing with eternal Bloom, 
Darted like Heſper, thro' the duſky Gloom. 


Her Hair bound backward in a ſpiral Wreath 
Her upper Beauties to my Sight bettray'd ; 
The happy Stream concealing thoſe beneath, 
Around her Waiſt with circling Waters play'd ; 
Who, while the Fair One on his Boſom ſported, 
Her dainty Limbs with liquid Kiſſes courted. 


A thouſand Capids with their infant Arms 
Swam padling in the Current here and there ; 
Some, with Smiles innocent, remark'd the Charms 
Of the regardleſs undeſigning Fair; 
55 F Some 
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Some, with their little Eben Bows full-bended, 
And levell'd Shafts, the naked Girl defended. 


Her Eyes, her Lips, her Breaſts exactly round, 
Of Lily Hue, unnumber'd Arrows ſent ; 
Which to my Heart an eaſy Paſſage found, 
Thrill'd in my Bones, and thro' my Marrow went: 
Some bubbling upward thro the Water came, 
Prepar'd by Fancy to augment my Flame. 


Ah Love! how ill I bore thy pleaſing Pain ! 
For while the tempting Scene ſo near I view'd, 
A fierce Impatience throb'd in every Vein, 
Diſcretion fled, and Reaſon lay ſabdu'd ; 
My Blood beat high, and with its trembling made 
A ſtrange Commotion in the ruſtling Shade. 


Fear ſeiz'd the timorous Naiads all aghaft 
Their boiling Spirits at the Omen fink, 

Their Eyes they wildly on each other caſt, 
And meditate to gain the farther Brink ; 

When in I plung'd, reſolving to aſſwage 

In the cool Gulph Love's importuning Rage. 


Ah, ſtay Florinda ! [fo I meant to ſpeak) 
Let not from Love the lovelieſt Object fly 
But ere I ſpoke, a loud combining Squeak 
From ſbrilling Voices piere'd the diſtant Sky: 
When ftraight, as each was their peculiar Care, 
Th' immortal Pow'rs to bring Relief prepare. 


A golden Cloud deſcended from above, 
Like that which whilom hung on 1da's Brow, 
Where Juno, Pallas, and the Queen of Love, 
As then to Paris, were conſpicuous now. 


Each 
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Each Goddeſs ſeiz d her fav'rite Charge and threw 
Around her Limbs a Robe of azure Hue, 


But Venus, who with Pity ſaw my Flame 
Kindled by her own Amoretſo bright, 

Approv'd in private what ſhe ſeem'd to blame, 
And bleſs'd me with a Viſion of Delight: 

Careleſs ſhe dropt Florinda's Veil aſide, 

That nothing ought her choiceſt Beauties hide. 


I ſaw Zlyſium and the milky Way | 
Fair-opening to the Shades beneath her Breaſt; - 
In Venus Lap the ſtruggling Wanton lay, q 


And, while ſhe ſtrove to hide, reveal'd the reſt. 
A Mole embrown'd with no unſeemly Grace, 
Grew near, embelliſhing the ſacred Place, 


Do pleas'd I view'd, as one fatigu'd with Heat, | 
Who near at hand beholds a ſhady Bow'r, ' 
Joyful, in Hope amidſt the kind Retreat | 
To ſhun the Day-ſtar in his Noontide Hour; [ 
Or*as when parch'd with droughty Thirſt he ſpies. ö 
A moſſy Grot whence pureſt Waters riſe. 


So I Florinda but beheld in vain: _ 
Like Tantalus, who in the Realms below 
See bluſhing Fruits, which to increaſe his Pain, 
When he attempts to eat, his taſte forego. 

O Venus] give me more, or let me drink 
Of Lethe's Fountain, and forget to think. 
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HELOIS E to ABE LAR D. 


P O E M. 


N theſe deep Solitudes and awful Cells, 
Where heav'nly penfive- Contemplation dwells, 
And ever-muſing Melancholy reigns, 
What means this Tumult in a Veſtal's Veins ? 
Why rove.my Thoughts beyond this laſt Retreat? 
Why feet my Heart its long forgotten Heat? 
Yet, yet I love! From Abelard it came, 
And H9hoi/e yet muſt kiſs the Name. 
NEAR fatal Name! reſt ever unreveal'd, 
Nor paſs theſe Lips in holy Silence ſeal'd ; 
Hide it, my Heart, within that cloſe Diſguiſe, 
Where mix'd with God's, his lov'd Idea lies: 
Oh write it not, my Hand the Name appears 
Already written waſh it out my Tears! 
In vain loſt Heloi/e weeps and prays, 
Her Heart ſtill dictates what her Hand obeys. 
Relentleſs Walts ! whoſe darkſome Round contains 
Repentant Sighs and voluntary Pains ; 
Ye rugged Rocks! which holy Knees have worn; 
Ye Grots and Caverns ſhagg'd with horrid Thorn! 
Shrines! where their Vigils pale-ey'd Virgins keep. 
And pitying Saints, whes Statues learn to weep! 
Tho” cold like you, unmov'd and ſilent grown, 
L have not yet forgot myſelf to Stone. 


Heav'n 


( 68 ) 


Heav'n claims me all in vain, while he has part, 
Still Rebel Nature holds out half my Heart; 
Nor Pray'rs nor Faſts its ſtubborn Pulſe reftrain, 
Nor Tears, for Ages, taught to flow in vain. 
Soon as thy Letters trembling I uncloſe, 
That well-known Name awakens all my Woes, 
Oh Name forever ſad ! for ever dear! | 
Still breath'd in Sighs, ſtill uſher'd with a Tear. 
I tremble too where'er my own I find, 
Some dire Misfortune follows cloſe behind, 
Line after Line my . o erflow, 
Led thro” a ſad Variety of Woe: 
Now warm in Love, now with'ring in thy Bloom, 
Loft in a Convent's ſolitary Gloom 
There ſtern Religion quench'd th' unwilling Flame, 
There dy'd the beſt of Paſhons, Love and Fame. 
ver write, oh! write me all, that I may join 
Grief to thy Griefs, and echo Sighs to thine. 
Nor Foes nor Fortune take this Pow'r away ; 
And is my Abelard leſs kind than they ? 
Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I — net ſpare, 
Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in Pray r; 
No happier Taſk theſe faded Eyes purſye ; 
To read and weep is all they now can do- 
Tux ſhare thy Pain, that ſad Relief; 
Ah, more than ſhare it! give me all thy Grief. 
Heav'n firſt taught Letters for ſome Wretch's Aid, 
Some baniſh'd Lover, or ſame captive Maid ; 
'They live, they ſpeak,they breathe what Love inſpires, 
Warm from the Soul, and faithful to its Fires, 
The Virgin's Wiſh without her Fears impart, 
Excuſe the Bluſh, and pour out all the Heart, 
Speed the ſoft Intercourſe from Soul to Saul, 
And waft a Sigh from Indus to the Pole, - | 
Tuou know'ſt how guiltleſs fixſt I met thy Flame, 
When Love approach'd me under Friendſhip's Name; 
My Fancy form'd thee of angelick Kind, 
Some Emanation of th' all-beauteous Mind, 
Thoſe ſmiling Eyes, attempting ev'ry Ray, 
Shong ſweetly lambent with celeſtial Day. 
| : Guiltleſs 
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Guiltlefs I gaz d, Heav'n liſten'd while you ſung ;. 
And Truth divine came mended from that Tongue: 
From Lips like thoſe what Precept fail'd to move ? 
Too ſoon they taught me twas no Sin to love: 
Back thro' the Paths of pleaſing Senſe I ran, 

Nor wiſh'd an Angel whom I lov'd a Man. 

Dim and remote the Joys of Saints I ſee; 

Nor envy them that Heav'n I loſe for thee. 

How oft', when preſt to Marriage, have I ſaid, 
Curſe on all Laws but thoſe which Love has made? 
Love, free as Air, at Sight of Human Ties, 
Spreads his light Wings, and ina Moment flies. 

Let Wealth, let Honour, wait the wedded Dame, 
Auguſt her Deed, and ſacred be her Fame; 

Before true Paſſion all thoſe Deeds remove, 

Fame, Wealth, and Honour ! what are you to love ? 
The jealous God, when we prophane his Fires, 
Thoſe reſtleſs Paſſions in Revenge inſpires, 

And bids them make miſtaken Mortals groan, 

Who ſeek for Love in aught but Love alone. 

Shauld at my Feet the. World's great Maſter fall, 
Himſelf, his Throne, his World, I'd ſcorn 'em all, 
Nor CzsaR's Empreſs wou'd I deign to prove; 
No, make me Miſtreſs to the Man Views ; 

If there be yet another Name, more free, 

More fond than Miſtreſs, make me that to thee ! 

Oh happy State ! when Souls each other draw, 
When Love is Liberty, and Nature, Law: 

All then is full, peeing, and poſſe/s'd, 

No craving Void left aking in the Breaſt : | 
Ev'n Thought meets Thought, e er from the Lips it part, 
And each warm With ſprings mutual from the Heart. 
This ſure is Bliſs (if Bliſs on Earth there be) | 
And once the Lot of Abelard and Mr. 

ALas how chang'd ! what ſudden Horrors riſe! 
A naked Lover bound and bleeding lies ! 
Where, where was Heloiſe! Her Voice, her Hand, 
Her Ponyard had oppos'd the dire Command, 

* Barbarian ſtay ! That bloody Stroke reſtrain, 
* The Crime was common, common be the . 
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I can no more; by Shame, by Rage ſuppreſs'd, 
Let Fears, and burning Bluſhes ſpeak the reſt, 

CansT thou forget that ſad, that folemn Day, 
When Victims at your Altar's Foot we lay ? 
Canſt thou forget what Tears that Moment fell, 
When, warm in Youth, I bad the World farewell? 
As with cold Lips I kiſs'd the ſacred Veil, 
The Shrines all trembled and the Lamps grew pale: 
Heav'n ſcarce believ'd the Conqueſt it ſurvey d, 
And Saints with Wonder heard the Vows I made. 
Vet then to thoſe dread Altars as I drew, 
Not on the Crofs my Eyes were fix'd, but You, 
Nor Grace, or Zeal, Love only was my ca!l, 
And if I loſe thy Love, I loſe my All. 
Come ! with thy Looks, thy Words, relieve my Woe; 
Thoſe ſtill at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 
Still on that Breaſt enamour'd let me lie, 
Still drink delicious Poiſon from thy Eye, 
Pant on thy Lip, and to thy Heart be preſs'd ; 
Give all thou canſt——and let me dream the reft. 
Ah no! inſtru me other Joys to prize, 
With other Beauties charm my partial Eyes. 
Full in my View ſet all the bright Abode, 

And make my Soul quit Abelard for Gop. 
An think at leaſt thy Flock deſerves thy Care, 
Plants of thy Hand, and Children of thy Pray r. 
From the falſe World in early Youth they fled, 
By thee to Mountains, Wilds, and Deſerts led. 
You rais'd theſe hallow'd Walls; the Deſert ſmil'd. 
And Providence was open'd in the Wild. 
No weeping Orphan ſaw his Father's Stores, 
Our Shrines irradiate, or embrace the Floors. 
No Silver Saints, by dying Miſers giv'n, 
Here brib'd the Rage of ill-requited Heav'n: 
But fuch plain Roofs as Piety coald raiſe, 
And only vocal with the Maker's Praife. 
In theſe lone Walls (their Day's eternal Bound) 
Theſe Moſs-grown Domes with ſpiry Turrets crown'd ; 
Where awful Arches make a Noon-day Night, 
And the dim Windows ſhed a ſolemn Light; 
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Thy Eyes diffus?d & reconciling Ray, 

And Gleams of Glory brighten'd all the Day. 

But now no Face divine Contentment wears, 

'Tis all black Sadneſs, or continual Tears. 

See how the force of others Pray'rs I try, 

(Oh pious fraud of am'rous Charity) 

But why ſhould I on others Pray'rs depend ? 

Come thou, my Father, Brother, Huſband, Friend! 

Ah let thy Handmaid, Siſter, Daughter move, 

And, all thoſe tender Names in one, thy Love 

The darkſome Pines that o'er yon' Rocks rechn'd, 

Wave high, and murmur to the hollow Wind, 

The wand'ring Streams that ſhine between the Hills, 

The Grots that echo to the tinkling Rills, 

The dying Gales that pant upon the Trees, 

The Lakes that quiver to the curling Breeze; 

No more theſe Scenes my Meditation aid, 

Or Tull to reſt the viſionary Maid. 

But o'er the twilight Groves, and duſkey Caves, 

Long-ſounding Iſles, and intermingled Graves, 

Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws 

A death-like Silence, and a dread Repoſe: 

Her gloomy Prefence ſaddens all the Scene, 

Shades ev'ry Flow'r, and darkens ev'ry Green, 

Deepens the Murmur of the falling Floods, 

And breathes a browner Horror on the Woods. 
Yer here for ever, ever muft I ſtay ; 

Sad Proof how well a Lover can obey ! 

Death, only Death, can break the lafting Chain ; 

And here ev'n then, ſhall my cold Duſt remain g 

Here all its Frailties, all its Flames reſign, 


And wait "till tis no Sin to mix with thane. 


An Wretch ! believ'd the Spouſe of God in vain, 
Confeſs'd within the Slave of Love and Man. 
Aſſiſt me Heav'n ! but whence aroſe that Pray'r ? 
Sprung it from Piety, or from Deſpair? 
Ev'n here, where frozen Chaſtity retires, 
Love finds an Altar for forbidden Fires. 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 
I mourn the Lover, not lament the Fault ; 
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I view my Crime, but kindle at the View, 
Repent old Pleaſures, and ſollicit new; 
Now turn'd to Heav'n, I weep my paſt Offence, 
Now think of thee, and curſe my Innocence. 
Of all Affliction taught a Lover yet, 
"Tis ſure the hardeſt Science, to forget ! 
How ſhall I loſe the Sin, yet keep the Senfe, 
And Love th' Offender, yet deteſt th' Offence ? 
How the dear Object from the Crime remove, 
Or how diſtinguiſh Penitence from Love ? 
Unequal Taſk ! a Paſſion to reſign, 
For Hearts ſo touch'd, ſo pierc'd, ſo loſt as mine. 
E'er-ſuch a Soul regains its peaceful State, 
How often muſt it love, how often hate! . 
How often, Hope, Deſpair, -Reſent, Regret, 
Conceal, Diſdain — do all Things but forget. 
But let Heav'n ſeize it, all at once tis fir d, 
Not touch'd, but rapt ; not weaken'd, but inſpir'd ! 
Oh come ! Oh teach me Nature to ſubdue, 
Renounce my Love, my Life, -myſelf —-and you. 
Fill my fond Heart with God alone, for he 
Alone, can rival, can ſucceed to Thee. 

How happy is the-blameleſs Veftal's Lot ? 
The World forgetting, by the World forgot: 
Eternal Sun-ſhine of the ſpotleſs Mind ! 
Each Pray'r accepted, and each With reſign'd ; 
Labour and Reſt, that equal Periods keep; 
Obedient Slumbers that can wake and weep ; 
Defires compos'd, Affections ever even; 
Tears that delight, and Sighs that waft to Heav'n. 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt Beams, 


And whiſp'ring Angels prompt her golden Dreams. 


For her the Spouſe prepares the bridal Ring, 
For her white Virgins Hymenæals ling, 
For her th* unfading Roſe of Eden blooms, 
And Wings of Seraphs ſhed divine Perfumes, 
To ſounds of heav'nly Harps ſhe dies away, 
And melts in Viſions of eternal Day. 

Far other Dreams my erring Soul employ, 
Far other Raptures of unholy Joy; - _ 
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When at the cloſe of each ſad ſorrowing Day, 
Fancy reſtores what Vengeance ſnatch'd away, 
Then Conſcience ſleeps, and leaving Nature free, 
All my looſe Soul unbounded ſprings to thee. 
O curſt, dear Horrors of all- conſcious Night! 
How glowing Guilt exalts the keen Delight ! 
Provoking Dzmons all Reſtraint remove, 
And ſtir within me ev'ry Source of Love. 
E hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy Charms, 
And round thy Phantom glue my claſping Arms. 
I wake: — no more I hear, no more view, 
The Phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 
call aloud ; it hears not what I ſay; 
{ſtretch my empty Arms; it glides away, 
o dream once more I cloſe my willing Eyes; 
Ye ſoft Deluſions, dear Deceits, ariſe ! 
Alas, no more !—methinks we wand' ring go 
Chro' dreary Waſtes, and weep each other's Woe, 
Where round ſome mould'ring Tow'r pale Ivy creeps 
\nd low-brow'd Rocks hang nodding o'er the Deeps, 
'udden you mount, you beckon from the Skies ; 
louds interpoſe, Waves roar, and Winds ariſe. 
ſhriek, fart up, the ſame ſad Proſpect find, 
ind wake to all the Griefs I left behind. 
Fon thee the Fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 
V cool Suſpenſe from Pleaſure and from Pain; 
''hy Life, a long dead Calm of fix'd Repoſe ; 
o Pulſe that riots, and no Blood that glows. 
ill as the Sea, e' er Winds were taught to blow, 
hk r moving Spirit bade the Waters flow; 
Ift as the Slumbers of a Saint forgiv'n, 
ni nd mild as opening Gleams of promis'd Heav'n. 
Comer Abelard! for what haſt thou to dread ? 
he Torch of Venus burns not for the Dead. 
it from the Root, my periſh'd Joys I ſee 
ad Love's warm Tide for & er ſtopt in thee. 
uure ſtands check'd , Religion diſapproves; 
un thou art cold—yet Heloiſe loves. | 
y hopeleſs, laſting Flames! like thoſe that burn 
v light the Dead, and 8 the unfruitful Urn. 
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Waar Scenes appear, where-e'er I turn my View; 
The dear Ideas where I fly, purſue, 


Riſe in the Grove, before the Altar riſe, 

Stain all my Soul, and wanton in my Eyes, 

I waſt the Matin-Lamp in Sighs for thee, 

Thy Image ſteals between my God and me; 

Thy Voice I ſeem in ev'ry Hymn to hear, 

With ev'ry Bead I drop too ſoft a Tear. 

When from the Cenſer Clouds of Fragrance roll, 

And ſwelling Organs lift the riſing Soul, 

One Thought of thee puts all the Pomp to Flight, 
Prieſts, Tapers, Temples ſwim before my Sight: 

In Seas of Flame my plunging Soul is drown'd, 
While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 

WailE proſtrate here in humble Grief I lie, 

Kind, virtuous Drops juſt a fe my Eye, 

While praying, ' trembling in the Puſt I roll, 

And dawning Grace is opening on my Soul : 

Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art ! 
Oppoſe thyſelf to Heav'n ; diſpute my Heart; 
Come, with one Glance of theſe deluding Eyes 

Blot out each bright Idea of the Skies ; 

Take back that Grace, thoſe Sorrows and thoſe 

- Tears; 
Take back my fruitleſs Penitence and Pray'rs ; 
Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt Abode ; 
Aſſiſt the Fiends, and tear me from my God 
No, fly me, fly me! far as Pole from Pole; 

Riſe Alps between us! and whole Oceans roll! 

Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor ſhare one Pang of all I felt for thee. 

Thy Oaths I quit, thy Memory refign ; 

Forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine. 

Fair Eyes, and tempting Looks (which yet I view) 
Long lov'd, ador'd Ideas, all adieu 

O Grace ſerene ! oh Virtue heav'nly fair! 

Divine Oblivion of low-thoughted Care 

Freſh blooming Hope, gay Daughter of the Sky ! 
And Faith, our early Immortality ! 

Enter, each mild, each amicable Gueſt; . . 4 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal Reſt ! i wr 
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Sex in her Cell ſad Heloi/e ſpread, 
Propt on ſome 'Tomb, a Neighbour of the Dead ! 
In each low Wind methinks a Spirit calls, 
And more than Echoes talk along the Walls. 
Here, as I watch'd the dying Lamps around, 
From yonder Shrine I heard a hollow Sound. 
Come, Siſter, come! (it ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay) 
Thy Place is here, fad Siſter, come away; 
Once like thyſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 
* Love's Victim then, tho' now a ſainted Maid : 
* But all is calm in this eternal Sleep; 
© Here Grief forgets to groan, and Love to weep, 
* Ev'n Superſtition loſes ev'ry Fear; 
For God, not Man, abſolves our Frailties here.” 
I cont, ye Ghoſts ! prepare your Roſeate Bow'rs, 
Celeſtial Palms, and-ever-blooming Flow'rs. 
Thither, where Sinners may have Reſt, I go, 
Where Flames refin'd in Breaſts ſeraphic glow ; 
Thou, Abelard ! the laſt ſad Office pay, 
And ſmooth my Paſſage to the Realms of Day ; 
See my Lips tremble, and my Eye-balls roll, 
Suck my lait Breath, and catch my flying Soul ! 
Ah no—in ſacred Veſtment may'ſt thou ſtand, 
The hallow'd Taper trembling in thy Hand, 
Preſent the Croſs before my lifted Eye; 
Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 
Ah then, thy once-lov'd Heloiſe ſee 
It will be then no Crime to gaze on me. 
See from my Cheek the tranſient Roſes fly ! 
See the laſt Sparkle languiſh in my Eye! 
Till ev'ry Motion, Pulſe, and Breath be o'er; 
And ev'n my Abelard belov'd no more. 
O Death all eloquent! you only prove 
What Duſt we doat on, when 'tis Man we love. 
THrxx too, when Fate ſhall thy fair Frame deſtroy, 
(That Cauſe of all my Guilt-and all my Joy) 
In Trance extatic may thy Pangs be drown'd, 
Bright Clouds deſcend, and Angels watch thee round, 
From opening Skies may ſtreaming Glories ſhine, 
And Saints embrace thee with a Love like mine. 
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Waar Scenes appear, . where-e'er I turn my View; 
The dear Ideas where I fly, purſue, 
Riſe in the Grove, before the Altar riſe, 
Stain all my Soul, and wanton in my Eyes, 
I waſt the Matin-Lamp in Sighs for thee, 
Thy Image ſteals between my God and me; 
Thy Voice I ſeem in ev'ry Hymn to hear, 
With ev'ry Bead I drop too ſoft a Tear. 
When from the Cenſer Clouds of Fragrance roll, 
And ſwelling Organs lift the rifing Soul, | 
One Thought of thee puts all the Pomp to Flight, 
Prieſts, Tapers, Temples ſwim before my Sight: 
In Seas of Flame my plunging Soul is drown'd, 
While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 
Wairle proſtrate here in humble Grief J lie, 
Kind, virtuous Drops juſt n my Eye, 
While praying, trembling in the Duft I roll, 
And dawning Grace is opening on my Soul: 
Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art ! 
Oppoſe thyſelf to Heav'n ; diſpute my Heart; - 
Come, with one Glance of theſe deluding Eyes 
Blot out each bright Idea of the Skies; 
Take back that Grace, thoſe Sorrows and thoſe 
Tears; | 15 
Take back my fruitleſs Penitence and Pray'rs; * 
Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt Abode; 
Aſſiſt the Fiends, and tear me from my God 
No, fly me, fly me! far as Pole from Pole; 
Riſe Alps between us! and whole Oceans roll! 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor ſhare one Pang of all I felt for thee. 
Thy Oaths I quit, thy Memory reſign ; 
Forget, renounce me, . hate whate'er was mine. - 
Fair Eyes, and tempting Looks (which yet I view) 
Long lov'd, ador'd Ideas, all adieu ! 
O Grace ſerene ! oh Virtue heav'nly fair 
Divine Oblivion of low-thoughted Care! 
Freſh blooming Hope, gay Daughter of the Sky ! 
And Faith, our early Immortality] 
Enter, each mild, each amicable Gueſt; . . 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal Reſt ! 
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See in her Cell ſad Heloiſe ſpread, 
Propt on ſome Tomb, a Neighbour of the Dead! 
In each low Wind methinks a Spirit calls, 
And more than Echoes talk along the Walls. 
Here, as I watch'd the dying Lamps around, 
From yonder Shrine I heard a hollow Sound. 
Come, Siſter, come! (it ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay) 
Thy Place is here, fad Siſter, come away; 
© Once like thyſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 
* Love's Victim then, tho' now a ſainted Maid: 
© But all is calm in this eternal Sleep; 
© Here Grief forgets to groan, and Love to weep, 
* Ev'n Superſtition loſes ev'ry Fear; 
For God, not Man, abſolves our Frailties here. 
I cou, ye Ghoſts ! prepare your Roſeate Bow'rs, 
Celeſtial 18 and ever- blooming Flow'rs. 
Thither, where Sinners may have Reſt, J go, 
Where Flames refin'd in Breaſts ſeraphic glow ; 
Thou, Abelard ! the laſt ſad Office pay, 
And ſmooth my Paſſage to the Realms of Day ; 
See my Lips tremble, and my Eye-balls roll, 
Suck my laſt Breath, and catch my flying Soul 
Ah no—in ſacred Veſtment may'ſt thou ſtand, 
The hallow'd Taper trembling in thy Hand, 
Preſent the Croſs before my lifted Eye ; 
Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 
Ah then, thy once-lov'd Heloi/e ſee ! 
It will be then no Crime to gaze on me. 
See from my Cheek the tranſient Roſes fly ! 
See the laſt Sparkle languiſh in my Eye! 
Till ev'ry Motion, Pulle, and Breath be oer; 
And ev'n my Abelard belov'd no more. 
O Death all eloquent! you only prove 
What Duſt we doat on, when 'tis Man we love. 
Tux too, when Fate ſhall thy fair Frame deſtroy, 
(That Cauſe of all my Guilt-and all my Joy) 
In Trance extatic may thy Pangs be drown'd, 
Bright Clouds deſcend, and Angels watch thee round, 
From opening Skies may ſtreaming Glories ſhine, 
And Saints embrace thee with a Love like mine. 
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May one kind * Grave unite each haplefs Name, 


And graft my Love immortal on thy Fame ! 
'Then, Ages hence, when all my Woes are o'er, 
When this rebellious Heart ſhall beat no more ; 
If ever Chance two wandering Lovers brings 
To Paraclete's white Walls and filver Springs, 
O'er the pale Marble ſhall they join their Heads, 
And drink the falling Tears each other ſheds ; 
Then ſadly ſay, with mutual Pity mov'd, 
Oh may we never love as theſe have lov'd!“ 
From the full Choir when loud Heſanna's rife, 
And ſwell the Pomp of dreadful Sacrifice, 
Amid that Scene, if ſome relenting Eye 


| Glance on the Stone where our cold Relicks lie, 


Devotion's Self ſhall teal a Thought from Heaven, 
One human Tear ſhall drop, and be forgiven. 

And ſure if Fate ſome future Bard ſhall join 

In ſad Similitude of Griefs to mine, 

Condemn'd whole Years in Abſence to deplore, 
And Image Charms he muſt behold no more ; 

Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well; 

Let him our ſad, our tender ſtory tell; 

The well-ſung Woes ſhall ſooth my penſive Ghoſt ; 
He beſt can paint em who ſhall feel em moſt, 


© 


* Abelard ard Heloiſe avere interr'd in the ſame 
Grave, or in Monuments adjoining, in the Monaſtery of 
the Paraclete : He died in the Year 1142. She in the 
Year 1163, 
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In Anſwer to that wrote by Mr. POP E. 
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N my dark Cell, low, proftrate on the Ground, 

« Mourning my Crimes, thy Letter Entrance found. 
Too ſoon my Soul the well-known Name conteſt ; 
My beating Heart ſprung fiercely in my Breaft : - 
Thro' my whole Frame a guilty Tranſport glow'd,. 
And ſtreaming Torrents from my Eyes fait flow'd. 


O Heloi/e ! art thou ſtill the ſame ? 
Doſt thou ſtill nouriſh that deſtructive Flame? 


Have not the gentle Rules of Peace and Heay'n, . 


From thy ſoft Soul that fatal Paſhon driv'n? 
Alas! I thought you diſengag'd, and free; 
And can you ſtill, ſtill figh and weep for me? 
What pow'rful Deity, what hollow'd Shrine, 


Can ſave me from a Love and Faith, like thine ?. 


Where ſhall I fly, when not this awful Cave, 
Whoſe rugged Feet the ſurging Billows lave, 
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When my dread Vows in vain their Force oppoſe, 
Oppos'd to Love — — Alas I tow. yain are Vows ? 
In fruitleſs Penitence I wear away, , © + 
Each tedious Night, and ſad reyolving Day : 
I Faſt, I Pray; and, with deceitful Art, 
Veil thy dear Image in my broken Heart: 
My tortur'd Soul conflicting Paſſions move, 
1 Hope, Deſpair, Repent yet ſtill I love. 
A thouſand jarring Thoughts my Boſom tear 
For thou, not God, O Hehis art there. 
To the falſe World's deluding Pleaſure dead, 
Nor longer by its wand' ring Fires miſled. 
In learn'd Diſputes harſh Precepts I infuſe, 
And give the Counſel I want Power to uſe : 
The rigid Maxims of the grave and wiſe, 
Have quench'd each milder Sparkle of my Eyes; 
Each roſy Feature of this once-lov'd Face, 
By Grief revers'd, aſſumes a ſterner Grace. 
O Heoliſe ! ſhould the Fates once more, 
Indulgent, to my Views thy Charms reſtore ! 
How, from my Arms, would thou with Horror 
an. 

To miſs the Form familiar to thy Heart! | 
Nought could they quick, thy piercing Judgment ſee, 
To ſpeak me Abelard but love to thee. 
Lean Abſtinence, pale Grief, and haggard Cart,” 
(The due Attendants of forlorn Deſpair) 
Here Abelard the young, the gay, remov'd, 
And in the Hermit ſunk the Man you lov'd: 
Wrapt ia the Gloom theſe holy Manſions ſpread, 
The thorny Paths of Penitence I tread ; 
Loſt to the World, from all its Int'reſts free, 
And torn from all my Soul, held dear in thee. 
Ambition's with its Train of Frailties gone, 
All Love, all Forms forgot, but thine alone. 
Amid the blaze of Day, the duſk of Night, 
My HeloiJe riſeth to my Sight: | 
Veil'd, as in Paraclete's ſecluded Towers, | 
'The wretched Mourner counts the lagging mou 
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T hear the Sighs, ſee the ſweet falling Tears, 

Weep all her Griefs, and Pant with all her Cares. 

O Vows, O Convent, your ſtern Force impart, 

And frown the melting Phantom from my Heart: 

Let other Sighs, a worthier Sorrow ſhow ; © © 

Let other Tears, for Sin, Repentance flow : 

Low to the Earth my guilty Eyes I roll, 

And humble to the Duſt my heaving Soul. 

Forgiving Pow'r ; thy gracious call I meet, 

Who firſt impower'd this Rebel Heart to beat, 

Who thro' this trembling, this offending Frame, 

For noble Ends infus'd Life's active Flame: 

O change the 'Temper of this lab'ring Breaſt, 

And from a-new each beating Pulſe to Reſt. 

Let ſpringing Grace, fair Faith, and Hope remove 

The fatal Traces of deſtructive Love: 

Deſtructive Love, from its warm Manſion tear, 

And leave no Tracks of Heoliſe there. 18 

Are theſe the Wiſhes of my inmoſt Soul? 

Would I its ſofteſt tendereſt Senſe controul ? 

Would I this touch'd, this glowing Heart refine, 

To the cold Subſtance of that marble Shrine; 

Transform'd like theſe pale Swarms that round me 
move Wk AT EN ; E 

Of bleſt Inſenfibles . that know not Love? 

Ah!] rather let me keep this hapleſs Frame; 

Adieu, falſe Honour's unavailing Fame: 

Nor your harſh Rules, but tendereſt Love ſupplies 

The Streams that guſh from my deſpairing Eyes: 

I feel the Traytor melt about my Heart, | 

And thro' my Veins a treach'rous Influence dart; 

Inſpire me Heav'n, aſſiſt me Grace divine, 


Aid me you Saints, unknown to Crimes like mine. 


You who on Earth ſevere, all Grief could prove, 
All but the tort'ring Pangs of hopeleſs Love: 
A holier Rage in your pure Boſoms dwelt, 
Nor can Ju pity what you never felt. 
The Hand that heals muſt feel what I endure, 
A ſympathizing Grief alone can cure: 
: Thos 


(8%). 
Thou Hei) alone muſt give me Eaſe, 
And bid my. ſtruggling Soul ſubſide to Peace; 
Reſtore me to my long-loſt Heav'n of Reſt, 
And take th) elf from my reluQant Breaſt. 
If Crimes like mine could an Allay receive, 
That bleſt Allay thy wondrous Charms muſt give: 
Thy Form, that firſt to Love my Heart inclin'd, 
Still wanders in my loſt, my guilty Mind : 
I ſaw thee as the new-born Bloſſoms fair, 
Sprightly as Light, more ſoft than Summer's Air ; 
Bright as their | thy Eyes a Mind difcloſe, 
While on thy Lips gay bluſk'd the fragrant Roſe : 
Wit, Youth and Love, in each bright Feature ſhone, 
Preſs'd by my Fate, I gaz d and was undone. 
There dy'd the gen'rous Fire whoſe vig'rous Flame 
Enlarg'd my Soul, and urg'd me on to Fame; 
Nor Fame nor Wealth my ſoften'd Heart could move, 
Dull and inſenſible to all but Love, 
Snatch'd from myſelf, my Learning taſteleſs grew, 
Vain my Philoſophy oppos'd ta you. | 
A Train of Woes 133 nor ſhould we mourn 
The Hour which cannot, ought not to return. 
As once to Love I ſway'd your yielding Mind, 
Too fond, alas too fatally inclin'd. 
If not to Heav'n you feel your Boſom riſe, _ 
Nor Tears refin'd, fall contrite from your Eyes ; 
If ſtill your Heart its wonted Paſſions move, 
If ftill (to ſpeak all Pains in one) you Love, 
Deaf to the weak Eſſays of human Breath, 
Attend the ſtronger Eloquence of Death. 
When that kind Pow'r this captive Soul ſhall free 
(Which only then can ceaſe to doat on thee) 
When gently ſunk to my eternal Sleep, 
The Paraclete my peaceful Urn ſhall keep. 
Then Heloiſc, then your Lover view, 
See his quench'd Eyes no.longer doat on YWp ; 
From their dead Orbs the tender Utt'rance flown, 
Which firſt to thine my Heart's ſoft Tale made known, 
This Breaſt no more (at length to Eaſe conſign d) 
Pants like the waving Aſpin in the Wind; 


See 
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dee all my wild tumultuous Paſſions o'er, 
And then (amazing Change !) belov'd no more; 
Behold the diſtant End of human Loves 
But let the Sight your Zeal alone improve : 
Let not your conſcious Soul to Sorrow mov'd, 
Recall how much, how tenderly I lov'd; 

With pious Care, your fruitleſs Grief reſtrain ; 
Nor let a Tear your ſacred Veil prophane ; 
Nor ev'n a Sigh on my cold Urn beſtow, 
But let your Breaf with unborn Paſſions glow ; 
Let Love Divine frail Mortal Love dethrone, 
And to your Mind immortal Joys make known. 
To Virtue now let me your Heart inſpire, 
And fan with Zeal divine the heav'nly Fire; 
Teach you to injur'd Heav'n, all chang'd, to turn, 
And bid your Soul with ſacred Raptures burn, 
O that my own Example might impart : 
This noble Warmth to your ſoft trembling Heart ; 
That mine with pious undiſſembling Care, 
Might aid the latent Virtue ſtruggling there. 
Alas I rave ! nor Grace, nor Zeal divine, 
Burns in a Heart oppreſs'd with Grief like mane ; 
Too ſure I feel, while I the, Torture prove 
Of feeble Piety conflifting Love, 
On black Deſpair my forc'd Devotion built, 
Abſence, to me, has ſharper Pangs than Guilt. 
Yet——yet, my Helois', thy Charms I view, 
But yet my Sighs, my Tears pour forth for you ; 
Each weak Reſiſtance ſtronger knits my Chain, 
I Sigh, Weep, Love, Deſpair —in vain. 
Haſte, Heloiſe, haſte, your Lover free, 
Amid your warmer Pray'rs O think on me ; 
Wing with your riſing Zeal, my grov'ling Mind, 
And let me mine with with your. Repentance find : 
O Labour, ftrive your Love, yourſelf controul, 
The Change will ſure affect my kindred Soul; 
In bleſt Content our purer Sighs ſhall breathe, 
And Heav'n ſhall all our other Crimes forgive. 
But if unhappy, wretched, loſt in vain, 
Faintly th unhappy Combat you ſuftain, 


Let 
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Let Heav'n relenting ſtrike your raviſh'd View, W 


And till the bright, the bleſt Purſuit renew ; | BU 
So with your Crimes, ſhall your Misfortunes ceaſe, W 
And your rack'd Soul be calmly huſh'd to Peace. T! 


A Diſuaſive from MARRLIAOGE. * 


i : To CL 0 &. 


AY all be huſh'd, each ruder Paſſion ceaſe, 

1 Within my C/oe's Breaſt, may all be Peace; 

May the fair Nymph my am'rous Lines approve, 

And ſay, with me, Wedlock's the bane of Love. 

MARRIAGE but palls our Joys, creating Strife, 

And anxious Cares, and all the Woes of Life ; 

A Trick invented by ſome rigid Prieſt, 

To plague our Lives, and cheat us of our Reſt. 
O may my Che love, and love for Life; 

Yet never be that hated Thing, a Wife : 

So ſhall my Charmer till freſh Bliſs impart, 

Kindle new Flames, and ſtill poſſeſs my Heart. 

While o'er thy ſnowy Breaſt f piliting e. 

In melting Tranſport, and diſſolving Joy; _ 

With Heat and Vigour I embrace my Fair, 

And in extatic Raptures breathe my Dear. 
FoRMu'p for my Bliſs, urge not to give me Pain, 

Nor gall thy Lover with the Marriage Chain. 

The Wretch of Hymen fond, muſt undergo, 

For one ſweet Moon, ſucceſſive Years of Woe ; 

To him the choiceſt Joys infipid prove, 

And Da ty is the nin of Love. | | 
OBszrve the wedded State, each fetter'd Pair, 

Their Joys recount; ' and Miſeries compare: 


Was 
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Was ever Man ſo loving to his Wife, 
But wiſh'd the Fates to cut her 'Thread of Life ? 
Was ever Woman to her Lord ſo kind, 
That has not pray'd to ſee him ſafe enſhrin'd ? 
They often Death invoke to ſet 'em free, 
So fond are Adam's Race of Liberty. 

Tux ſweets of Love, which we by Stealth poſſeſs, 
Impart fierce Raptures, and tranſcendant Bliſs ; 
Such ſweets in Cloe's Arms I oft have known; 
Then why will Cloe beg to be undone ? 

Tux Court and Cottage, both this Truth will prove, 
Wedlock is no ſecurity for Love. 

My Lord but marries to keep up his Name ; 

My Lady burns with an unlawful Flame : 

My Lord, for Change, to public Stews repairs, 

His Lordſhip's Coachman' gets his Lordſhip Heirs. 
BuT Marriage is an honourable State ; 

And Heav'n to every Huſband ſends a Mate. 

So Pedant Gown-Men Teach, yet even they, 

In Love's delightful Maze, are prone to ſtray : 

Each in his Flock will hug the willing Dame, 

And ev'ry Pariſh feels the ſacred Flame. 

An holy Church Celibacy reveres, 

Her Prieſts renounce the matrimonial Cares ; 

The ſacred Tribe aver that Ill, a Wife, 

Is inconſiſtent with a religious Life; 

And yet they all the Force of Love declare, 

And ev'ry Gerard has his Saint Cadiere; 

Where-ever Prieſts have pray'd, Love takes his rout 

And Popes have taſted the forbidden Fruit, | 

With trembling Knees unto this Altar come, 

His Grace of ***#** and Holineſs of Rome. 

Who has not heard of HeLonse's Name, 

What Nymph but pities As LARD's Grief and Shame. 

The chaſteſt Wife who reads the Story o'er, 

As told by Pope, will ABELazD deplore : 

She'll curſe the barb'rous Hand that durſt deſtroy, 

The holy Root of HzL 015t's Joy. 


Does 
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Does Cloe think I ſhall more conſtant prove, 
If ty'd in Vedloci, and more truly Love ? 
My Love's ſo great no Language can expreſs, 
I cannot love her more, I will not love her leſs: 
And that my Paſſion may remain for Life, 
F'll call ber ſtill »y Dear, but ne er my Wir. 
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H Y Bounties, Love, in thy ſoft Raptures when 
Timelieſt the melting Pairs indulge, and how 


Beſt to improve the genial Joy, how ſhun 
The Snakes that under flow'ry Pleaſure lurk, 
I ſing : If thou fair Cytherea deign 5 
Gracious to ſmile on my Attempt. Tho' Thou 
None of the Muſes nine, yet oft on Thee 
The Muſes wait, oft gambol in thy Train, 
Tho” Virgins. Come, nor leave thy Boy behind, 
Blind but unerring Archer. Hymen raiſe 10 
Aloft thy ſacred Torch. Your Gifts I ſing. 


Ys Youths and Virgins, when your gen'rous Blood 
Has drunk the Warmth of fifteen Summers, now 
The Loves invite; now to new Rapture wakes 


The finiſh'd Senſe: While ſtung with keen Deſire 15 
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(4) 
The madd ning Boy his baſhful Fetters burſts; 
And, urg'd with ſecret Flames, the riper Maid, 
Conſcious and ſhy, betrays ber ſmarting Breaſt. 


YET Nature not in all her Sons maintains 
An equal Progreſs. This with kindly Warmth 20 
Concocts to manly Vigour ſtrait ; while That 
Pines crude and chill, and ſcarce at laſt attains 
Imperfe& Life. Some ſlight their varniſh'd Steed, 
And (wond'rous Inſtin& ! ) bent on manlier Sport, 
Cope with the Maids. Alcides thus, they ſay, 25 
Roſe brawny from his Cradle, while the Snakes 
Hung hiſſing round him, horrible and fell, 
Sent by enrag'd Saturnia to deſtroy 
Her Rival's Hope : The mighty Infant graſp'd 
His ſpeckled Foes, and ſmiling daſh'd them down 30 
To Hell, their native Clime; the ſpumy Gore 
Blotted the frighted Pavement. Early thus 
Was future Chivalry preſag'd. — Meantime 
Others ſlow ripen: Men there are who ſcarce 
Feel the firſt Thrillings of untaught Deſire, 35 
While pallid Maids ſcarce ruminate on Man, 
Till Twenty; well if then, It boots thee much 
To ſtudy the Complexion, much the Clime, 
And Habitudes of Life. Meanwhile with me 
Credit theſe Signs. The Boy may wreſtle, when 40 
Night-working Fancy ſteals him to the Arms 
Of Nymph oft wiſh'd awake, and, *mid the Rage 
Of the ſoft Tumult, every turgid Cell 
Spontaneous diſembogues its lucid Store, 
Bland and of azure "Tint. Nor envy thou 45 
Waking Fruition while ſuch happy Dreams 
Viſit thy Slumbers ; livelieſt then the Touch 


Thrills 


(5) 
Thrills to the Brain, with all Senſations elſe 
Unſhaken, unſeduc'd. The Maid demands 
The dues of Venus, when the parting Breaſts 50. 
Wanton exuberant and tempt the Touch, 
Plump'd with rich Moiſture from the finiſh'd Growth 
Redundant now : for late the ſhooting Tubes 
Drank all the Blood the toiling Heart could pour, 
Inſatiate ; now full-grown they crave no more 55. 
Than what repairs their daily Waſte, But ftill 
There muſt be Loſs, nor does the Superplus 
Turn all to Thrift. For from Love's Grotto now 
Oozes the ſanguine Stream thro' many a Rill, 
Startling the ſimple Laſs, that anxious glows 60 
Inward, till bold Neceſſity o' ercomes 
Her fond reluctant Bluſhes, to conſult 
Her Nurſe, well vers d in myſtic Caſes deep, 8 
At Chriſt nings oft diſcuſs d: when warm'd with Wine 
The mellow Matrons, by the midnight Fire, 65 
Lewd Orgies hold; while naked roams around, 
His Torch high-flaming from the ſpicy Bowl, 

uſt full of Glee, and thro' each lab' ring Breaſt 
His ſacred Fury pours. The Sys ſolves 
Sagely the dubious Caſe.— The riſing Down 70 
Then toa begins to ſkirt the hallow'd Bounds 
Of Venus bleſt Domain. In either Sex 
This Sign obtains. For Nature provident, | 
Now when both Sides ſtand equal for the Fray, 
This graceful Armour ſpreads ; and, but for this 75 
Excoriate oft the tender Parts weuld rue 
The cloſe Encounter ; now they fight ſecure 
Thus harneſs'd, and ſuſtain the mutual Shock 
Of War, unhurt, for many a well-fought Davy. 
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Bur if to Progeny thy Views extend 30 
Paternal, and the Name of Sire invites ; 1 
Wouldſt thou behold a thriving Race ſurround 
Thy ſpacious Table ; ſhun the ſoft Embrace 
Emaſculant, till twice ten Years and more 
Have ſteeI'd thy Nerves, and let the holy Rite 85 
Licenſe the Bliſs. Nor would I urge, preciſe, 
A total Abſtinence; this might unman 
The genial Organs, unemploy'd ſo long, 

And quite extinguiſh the prolific Flame, * 
Refrigerant. But riot oft unblam'd 90. 
On Kiſſes, ſweet Repaſt ! ambroſial Joy! 

Now preſs with gentle Hand the gentle Hand, 

And, ſigning, now the Breafts, that to the Touch 
Heave amorqus. Nor. thou, fair Maid, refuſe 
Indulgence, while thy Paramour diſcreet _ 95, 
Aſpires no farther. Thus thou mayſt expect 
Treaſure hereafter, when the Bridegroom, warm, 
Trembling with keen Deſire, profuſely pours 

The rich Collection of enamour'd Years, 
Exhauſtleſs, bleſſing all thy, nuptial Nights, 10% 


Bur, O my Son, whether the generous Care. 

Of Propagation, and domeſtick Charge, 

Or ſoft Encounter more attra& renounce 

The Vice of Monks recluſe, the early Bane- 

Of riſing Manhood. Baniſn from thy Shades 105 

Th'ungenerous, ſelfiſh, ſolitary Joy. 

Hold, Parricide, thy Hand ! For thee alone 

Did Nature form thee ? for thy narrow ſelf 

Grant thee the Means of Pleafure ? Dream'ſt thou ſo? 

'Chat very Self miſtakes its wiſer Aim ;. 119 
Its. 


('7 
Its finer Senſe ungratified, unpleas'd,. 

But when from active Soul to Soul rebounds 

The ſwelling mingling Tumult of Delight. 

Hold yet again! ere idle Callus wrap _ 

In ſullen Indolence th' aftoniſh'd Nerves ; 115. 


When thou may'ſt fret and teize thy Senſe in vain, 


And curſe too late th unwiſely-wanton Hours. 
Impious, forbear ! thus the firſt general Hail 
To diſappoint, increaſe and multiply ! 


To ſhed thy Bloſſoms thro? the deſart Air, 120 


And ſow thy periſh'd Off- ſpring in the Winds. 
Unhallow'd Paſtime !——Tho' the factious Chief 
Oft brew hot Inſurrection, rather hie 

To Bagnio lewd or Tavern, nightly where 

Venereal Rites are done, from Draco's ken 125 
Remote, and Light of Heaven (as erſt retir d 

The heaving Gallic Saints to the kind gloom. 

Of Clift, or Cave, or truſted Barn, to. hold. 
Forbidden Sabbaths:) rather viſit thou 

Thoſe Haunts of publick Lewdneſs ; oft tho there 139 
Sore Ills diſmay. Purſe, of the golden Pride 

4 at decks thy Finger, gorgeous with the Spoils 

Of Mexico, Peru, and fartheſt Ind, 

Or Watch Time-meaſuring, oft ſubſtracted ſly. 

Sink in the dark Profound. And oft, to cruſh 135 
Thy ſlacken'd Manhood, in the mid Career. 

Of puiſſant Deeds, untimely ruſhes in 

A forward boiſt'rous Wight, and from thy Arms 

The paſſive Spouſe of all the Town demands. 

Him, hung'ring after. Gold, nor Words can charm, 140 
Nor more perſuaſive Wine: thy Gold muſt pay 

The Violation of the public Bed; 

Or braver Steel muſt prove thy manly Arm, 
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68 
In dubious Fight. Vet well if here could end 

The Mis'ry : Worſe perhaps enſues; a Train 145 
Of IIls of tedious Count and horrid Name. 

Such as of old diftreſs'd the Man elſe ſquar'd 

To God's own Heart, but that his wanton Wiles 
Debauch'd the pureſt Nymphs of Solyma ; 

Nor did he from the holy Marriage-bed e 
Refrain his looſe Embraces, when the Wife 

Of wrong d Urias he ſeduc'd; nor ſtopt 

Till Murder crown'd his Luſt. Hence him the Wrath 
Of righteous Heaven, awaking, long purſu'd 

With ſore Diſeaſe, and fill'd his Loins with Pain. 155 


All Bay he roar'd, and all the tedious Night 


Bedew'd his Couch with Tears ; and ftill his Groans 
Breathe muſical in ſacred Song. What Woes ! 
What Pains he tried! But now this Plague attacks 
With double Rancour, and ſeverely marks 1 69 
Modern Offenders : Slily undermines 

The Fame and Noſe, that by unſeemly Lapſe 
Awkward deforms the human Face divine 

With ghaſtly Ruins. Tho' this Breach, they ſay, 
Nice Taliacotius Art, with ſubſtitute 165 
From Porter's burrow'd or the callous Breech 


. Of ſedentary Weaver, oft repair'd : 


Precarious, for no ſoones Fate demands 

The parent Stock than (pious Sympathy !) 

Revolts th' adopted Noſe.—Such Ills attend 170 
Obſcene and bought Embraces. Wiſer thou 


Fino ſome ſoft Nymph whom tender Sympathy 
Attracts to thee ; while all her Captives elſe, 
Aw'd by majeſtick Beauty, mourn aloof 
Her Charms to thee, by nuptial Vows and Choice 175 
More 
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More fure, devoted. Sacrifice to her 
The precious Hours, nor grudge with ſuch a Mate 
The Summer's Day to toy or Winter's Night. 
Now claſp with dying Fondneſs in your Arms 
Her yielded Waiſt : now on her ſwelling Breaſt 180 
Recline your Cheek, with eager Kiſſes preſs 
Her balmy Lips, and drinking from her Eyes 
Reſiſtleſs Love, the tender Flame confeſs, 
Ineffable but by the murmuring Voice 
Of genuine Joy ; then hug and kiſs again. 185 
Stretch'd on the genial Couch, while joyful glows 
Thy manly Pride, and throbbing with Deſire 
Pants earneſt, felt thro” all the Obſtacles | 
That intervene : but Love, whoſe fervid Courſe 
Mountains nor Seas oppoſe, can ſoon remove 190 
Barriers ſo ſlight. Then when her lovely Limbs, 
Oft lovely deem'd, far lovelier now beheld, 
Thro' all your trembling Joints increaſe the Flame; 
Forthwith diſcover to her dazzled Sight 
The ſtately Novelty, and to her Hand 195 
Uſher the new Acquaintance, She perhaps 
Averſe will coldly chide, and half afraid, 
Bluſhing, half pleas'd, the tumid Wonder view 
With Neck retorted and oblique Regard ; 
Nor quit her curious Eye indulging, nor 200 
Refraining quite. Perhaps when you attempt 
The ſweet Admiſſion, toyful ſhe reſiſts 
With ſhy Reluctance; nathleſs you purſue 
The ſoft Attack, and warmly puſh the War, 
Till quite o'erpower'd with Love, the melting Maid 
Faintly oppoſes. On the Brink at laſt 205 
Arriv'd of giddy Rapture, plunge not in 
Precipitant, but ſpare a Virgin's Pain ; 


Ah! 


( 100 


Ah! ſpare a gentle Virgin! ſpare. yourſelf! of 
Leſt ſanguine War Love's tender Rites profane. 210 En 
With fierce Dilaceration, and dire Pangs, Th 
Reciprocal. Nor droop becauſe the Door In 
Of Bliſs ſeems ſhut and barricadoed ftrong ; va 
But triumph rather in this faithful Pledge T] 
Of Innocence, and fair Virginity 215 Di 
Inviolate. And hence the ſubtile Wench, 

Her maiden Honours torn, in evil Hour | N. 
Unſeemly torn, and ſhrunk her Virgin Roſe; | St: 
Studious how beſt the guilty Wound to heal, 0 


Her Shame beſt palliate with fair outward Shew, 220 
Inward leſs ſtrict. with painful Hand colle&s 
The ſylvian Store. The Lover Myrtle yields N 
Her ſfyptick Berries, and the horrid Thorn At 
In Prune auſtere ; in vain the Caper hides T 
Its wand'ring Roots; the mighty Oak himſelf, 225 T. 
Sole Tyrant of the Shade, that long had ſcap'd P 
The Tanner's Rage, ſpoil'd of his callous Rhind, T 
Stands bleak and bare. Theſe, and a thouſand more. 81 
Of humbler Growth and far inferior Name. A 
Biftort, and Dock, and that way- faring Herb 230 N 
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Plaintain, her various Forage, boil'd in Wine 

Yield their aſtringent Force; a Lotion prov'd 

Thrice powerful to contract the ſnameful Breach. 
Beware of theſe, for in our dangerous Days 

Such Counterfeits abound; whom next to know 235 
Concerns. And here expect no Dye of Wound; 
No Wound is made: the corrugated Parts, 

With ill- diſſembled Virtue (tho' ſevere, 

Not wrinkled into Frowns when genuine moſt) 
Relapſe apace, and quit their borrow'd Tone 240 
Yet judge with Charity the varied Work 


Ot 
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Of Nature's Hand. Perhaps the purple Stream, 
Emollient Bath, leaves flexible and lax 
The Parts it lately waſh'd. But hapleſs he, 


In nuptial Night, on whom a horrid Chaſm 245 


Yawns dreadful, waſte and wild; like that thro' which 
The wand" ring Greet, and Cytherea's Son, 

Diving, explor'd Hell's ever open Gates: 

An uneſſential Void ; where neither Love 

Nor Pleaſure dwells, where warm Creation dies 250 
Starv'd in th* abortive Gulph ; the dire Effects 

Of Uſe too frequent, or for Love or Gold. 


Now hear me, Lowers, ye whoſe roving Hearts 
No ſacred nuptial Chains have yet confin'd; 
Attentive hear, and daily, nightly weigh 265 
The Counſels ſage which, thro” thy raptur'd Breaſt, 
To you th' auſpicious heavenly Mu/e conveys : 
The Muſe, no ſoothing Miniſter of Vice; 
Tho' now in ſportive Vein to youthful Ears 
She tunes her Song, to give Inſtruction grace. 260 
Attend, ye Wiſe! No frantic Bacchanal, 
No ſhameleſs Bard of the licentious Rout 
Of fluſh'd Silenus, ſings. What Nature bids 
Is good, is wiſe ; and faultleſs we obey. | 
We muſt obey ; howe'er hard Sock dreams 265 
Of Apathy, much vaunted, ſeldom prov'd ; 
For oft beneath the philoſophic Gloom 
Sly Lewadneſs lurks, and oftner mazy Guile, 
That with well-mimick'd Love th* unwary Heart 
Lures to its Fate, and hails while it betrays. * 270 
There bloated Pride too dwells, and baneful Hate, 
And dark Revenge, than which a deadlier Fiend 
Ne'er poiſon'd mortal Breaſt, nor urg'd the Soul 
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To ruthleſs Purpoſe and inhuman Deeds. 
Far hence be Theſe ! We know great Nature's Power, 
Mother of Things, whoſe vaſt unbounded Sway 275 
From the deep Center all around extends 
Beyond the flaming Barriers of the World. 
We feel her Power; we ſtrive not to repreſs 
(Vainly repreſs' d, or to Deformity) 
Her lawful Growth; Ours be the Taſk alone 280 
To check her rude Excreſcences ; to prune 
Her wanton Overgrowth ; and where ſhe ſtrays 
In uncouth Shapes to lead her gently back, 
With prudent Hand, to Form and better Uſe. 


Fox wiſeſt Ends this univerſal Power 285 
Gave Appetites: from whoſe quick impulſe Life 
Subſiſts; by which we only live; all Life 
Infipid elſe, unactive, unenjoy'd. 

Hence too this peopled Earth; which, That extinct, 
That Flame for Propagation, ſoon would roll 290 
A lifeleſs Maſs, and vainly cumber Heaven. 
'Then love of Pleaſure ſways each Heart, and we 
From that no more than from ourſelves can fly. 
Blameleſs when govern'd well. But where it errs 
Extravagant, and wildly leads to IIl, 1 
Public or private, there its curbing Power zi: 
Cool Reaſon muſt exert. — This Leſſon weigh, 
Ye tender Pairs. Indulge your gentle Flames, 
Each fondeſt Wiſh, and bathe your Souls in Love. 
But let Diſcretion guide unruly Bliſs, 4: 300 
Virtuous in Pleaſure, So you ſhall enjoy 
Pleaſure unmix'd, and without Thorn the Roſe. 
This Caution ſcorn'd, beware th' Event perverſe : 
Expect for Pleaſure, Pain, and ſharp Remorſe ; 

For 
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For Love, Averſion; and each broken Vow 
The Jeſt of Fools, the Pity of the Wiſe. 


Be ſecret, Lovers, Let no dangerous * 
Catch your ſoft Glances; as oblique they deal | 
Mutual Contagion, darting all the Soul 31 
In miſſive Love; nor hear your lab ring Sighs. | 
But chiefly when the high-wrought Rapture calls, 
Impatient, to ſoft Deeds, then then retire 
From every mortal ken, The ſapient King 
(Whoſe Loves, WhO could defame 7). in the mild 
Gloom, 3¹⁶ 
Deep in the Center of his Gardens, hid, 8 win 
Held Dalliance with his fair Æęyptian 8 pat. 
Find them ſome ſoft obſcure Retreat, untrod 
By Mortals elſe, where thick-embow'ring Shades - 
Condenſe to Darkneſs and embrown the Day; 320 
There, ſafe from all prophane Acceſs, purſue . - 
Love's baſhful Riteg, For oft the curious Eye 
Of prying Childhood, and th' Aſpect malign, 
Waning, and wan, of Virgin ſtale in Vears, N 
Shed baneful Influence on the Rites of Love. 32g 
And thou, my Son, when: Floods of mellowing 
Wine 
And ſoc al Joys have looſen'd all thy Breaſt; F 
When every Secret guſhes ; this at leaſt 
This one reſerve, of Love and bounteous Charms 
Of truſting Beauty; venturing all for thee, 330 
For thy Delight her Fortune and her Fame ; 
For her thou nothing. Hold ! ingrateful, hold 
Thy wanton Tongue. Leave to the laſt of Fools, 
Of Villains ! that ungenerous Vanity, 
Cruel and baſe, to vaunt of ſecret Joys ; 335 
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Of Joys on thee, ſo vaunting, ill-beftow'd. 
O dare not thus with mortal Sting to wound 
The tender helpleſs Sex. Does thy vile Breath | 
So blaſt my Siſter's, or my Daughter's Fame. 
By Heaven thou dy'ſt ! thy treacherous Blood alone 340 
Can waſh my Honour clean, Prudent meantime, 
Ye generous Maids, revenge your Sex's Wrong ; 
Let not the mean Deſtroyer e' er approach | 
Your ſacred Charms. Now muſter all your Pride, 
Contempt, and Scorn, that ſhot from Beauty's Eye 
Confounds the mighty Impudent, and ſmites 346 
The Front unknown to Shame. Truſt not his Vows, 
His labour'd Sighs, and well-diſlembled Tears, 
Nor ſwell the Triumph of known Perjury. 


MEanwWHILE, my Son, if angry Fate, or Love 
Grown indiſcreet, or loud Lucina, tell, 351 
Th'important Secret: Is thy Mitt well formed. 
Virtuous, and equal for thy lawfal*Bed, 

Save her, I charge thee, from foul infamry, . 

And lonely Shame; let Wedlochs holy tie 35 3 

Legitimate th'indifſoluble Flames. 9 

H abject Birth, diſhonourable, and Mind 

Incultivate or vicious, to that Height 

Forbid her Hopes to climb ; at leaſt ſecure +& 

From Penury her humble State, by thee - 360 

Elſe humbled more, and to Neceſſity, | 

Stern Foe to Virtue, Fame, and Life, betray'd, 

A helpleſs Prey. O! let no Parent's Woe, 

No Plaints of truſting Innocence, nor Tears 

Of pining Beauty, blaſt thy guilty Joys. 365 

Shall ſhe, ſo late the ſoftner of thy Life, | 

Thy chief Delight, whoſe melting Eſſence oft 
4 Lay 
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Lay with thy melting Eſſence kindly mix'd, 

(As far as Bodies and embodied Souls 

Can mingle) ſhe, who deem'd thy Vows ſincere, 370 

Thy Paſſion more than ſelfiſh, and thy Love 

To her devoted, as was her's to thee ; 

Shall ſne (O! cruel | Perfidy ) at laſt 

When with her tainted Name the Winds grow ſick, 

When envious Prudery chides, affecting ſcorn 375 

Of natural Joys, and they of public Fame 

Inſulting hail her Siſter, while each Friend 

Diſguſted flies; ſhall ſhe not find in thee 

Unſhaken Amity ? When to thy Arms, 

Well-known, with wonted Confidence ſhe flies, 380 

To pour her Sorrows forth, and ſooth her Cares, 

Shall ſhe then find thy faithleſs Heart from Home, 

From her eſtrang d? At that diſaſt'rous Hour 

Wilt thou ungently ſpurn her from thy Love? 

To waſte in ſickly Grief her once-priz'd Charms, 385 

Forlorn to languiſh out her Life, to lead 

Deſpis'd, unwedded, her diſhonour'd Days? 

Or, if her barren Fortune, hard like thee, 

Scowls meagre Want (whoſe iron empire Pride, 

Reluctant, and her Off- ſpring Modeſty , 

Bluſhing at laſt obey) unſ{kill'd in Arts E 

Of mercenary Venus, to increaſe _ 

The rompiſh Band that, without Pleaſure lewd, 

With deep-felt Sorrow gay, thro' Trivia's Reign 

Nightly ſollicite Lovers; oft repuls d, 395 

Oft, when invited to the barren Toil, 

Thankleſs deſerted by their ſlippery Loves. 

Or to the Salt of Vears, where tedious Luſt 

Uncouth and monſtrous creeps thro freezing Loins, 

Patient ſubmitted ; to the boiſt'rous Will 4000 
| B 2 Of 


(46) 
Of midnight Ruffians, to abhorr'd Diſeaſe, 
Hourly expos'd, and Draco's fiercer Rage. 
Spare, mighty Draco! ſpare a hapleſs Race, 
By thy own Sex to Wretchedneſs betray'd. 
A Woman bore thee ; by each tender Name 405 
Of Woman, ſpare! Haſt thou or Daughter fair, 
Or Siſter ? They, but for a happier Birth, 
'The Gift of Fate, and Honour's Guardian, Pride 
Early inſpir'd, had ſwell'd the common Stream. 
While ſhe whom now thy awful Name diſmays, 410 
Portentous heard from far, with Fortune's Smiles 
And fair Example, might have grac'd thy Bed, 
A virtuous Mate, in every Chatm compleat. 


A provs Duty next, neglected oft, 
Demands my Song. If from thy ſacred Bed 415 
Of Luxury unbidden Off-ſpring rife, 
Let them be kindly welcom'd to the Day. 
'Tis Nature bids. To Nature's ſacred Voice | 
Attend ; and from the monſter-breeding Deep, 
The ravag'd Air, and howling Wilderneſs, 220 
Learn parent Virtues. Shall the growling Bear 
- Be more a Sire than thou? An Infant once, 
Helpleſs and weak, but for paternal Care, 
Thou had'ſ not liv'd to propagate a Race 
To Miſery, to refign to Step-dame Fate 425 
Perhaps a worthier Off ſpring than thy Sire 
Tenderly rear d. Fos from the ſtol'n Embrace, 
Untir'd with worn Acquaintance, keenly urg'd, 
Elate with generous Rapture, likelieſt ſprings 
The nobleſt Breed, moſt animated, beſt. 430 
What Heroes ſince have iſſued ! what ſam'd Chiefs: 


And Demi-gods, of old ! The Stealth of Love 
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* 66 "Wa her Hercules, and mighty Rome 
Firſt roſe beneath a random Son of Mars. 
Thy Vigour too, the Bloſſom of thy Strength, 435 
Reckleſs and wild profus'd, in dangerous Days, 
Or in the Senate wiſe, and nobly warm 
To public Good, may ſave the ruſhing State ; 
Or bold in Arms, may roll her Thunders forth 
To ſhatter diſtant Skies, and rous'd to Blood 440 
Uſher the Briti/ Lion to the Field. 
Thy Country claims thy Care; nurſe well her Hopes, 
And thine; nor thou her Church's hungry Wolves, 
Hight Ower/eers, with thy own Children's Gore 
Satiate, if Rapine know Satiety. 445 
For, bred to Death, and of ſagacious Noſe, 
A prowling Herd, lur'd with the recent Smell 
Of ſecret Birth, their Carnage ſweet, or led 
By Infant Wailings, querulous, and ſhrill, 
Beſet thy frighted Gates. Theſe timely thou 450 
Prevent, or mourn too late thy raviſh'd Gold 
And captive Son ; to the Street-dunning Tribe 
Of Mendicants let out, fictitious Badge 
Of low Diſtreſs: There to what Life of Pain 
Led up who knows ? to what difgraceful Fate, 455 
What Gibbet, bred ? Or from his Parents Arms, 
With Nurſe unpitying, unbenign, exil'd 
To ſqualid Lodge, to find in Famine's Cave 
A ling'ring Death ; or by a deadlier Hag, | 
Than her that rides the lab'ring Night, oppreſs'd, 460 
Untimely fink beneath a heavier Fate. 
While they, the Sons of licens'd Rapine, ſcreen'd , 
Under the Altar of the God of Life 
With Murder ſtain'd, on what ſhould raiſe thy Son 
Nightly regale, carnivorous ; for them 465 
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The Heifer bleeds, or for her ſlaughter'd Young 
Roams wild the woodland Bounds: and what ſhould 

now 
To thy young Hopes in white nectareous rills 
Deſcend, to them in deep Oporto flows, 
Or hot Madeira. Thus the ſanguine Feaſt 470 
They crown, nor dread the Cry of infant Blood. 


THxsE Precepts wiſely keep, by theſe direct 
Thy Steps thro' Pleaſure's Labyrinth. Unhurt 
And unoffending, thus thy tutor'd Feet 
May tread the Wilds of elſe-deluſive Joy. 475 
So ſhall no Sorrows wound, no ruder Cares | 
Diſturb thy Pleaſures, no remorſeful Tears 
Attend thy gay Delight : nor Sighs make way, 
But ſuch as heave the pleaſure-burden'd Breaſt ; 
As utter Love, with ſpeechleſs Eloquence 480 
Well underſtood; and breathe from Soul to Soul 
The ſoft Infection, fondly ſtill receiv'd. 
Almighty Lowe! O unexhauſted ſource 
Of univerſal Joy! firſt Principle 
Of Nature all- creating! Harmony 485 
By which her mighty Movements all are rul'd! 
Soft Tyrant of each Element! whoſe Sway 
Reſiſtleſs thro' the Wilds of Air is felt, 
Thro' Earth, and the deep Empire of the Main! 
Thy willing Slaves, we own thy gentle Power, 490 
In us ſupreme, with kind Endearments rais'd 
Above the merely-ſenſual Touch of Brutes, 
By thy ſoft Charm the ſavage Breaſt is tam'd, 
The Genius rais'd. Thy heavenly Warmth inſpires 
Whate'er is noble, generous, or humane, 495 
Or elegant; whate'er adorns the Mind, 
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Graces or ſweetens Life: and without thee 
Nothing or gay or amiable appears. 


Vr not to Love (thus poliſhing the Soul, | 
Thus charming; tho' of every finer Breaſt 500 
The ſovereign Joy) yet not to Love alone 
Yield languid all your Hours. The ſelf-ſame Cates, 
Still offer'd ſoon the Appetite offend ; 

The moſt delicious ſooneſt. Other Joys, 

Other Purſuits, their equal Share demand . 505 
Of Cultivation. 'Theſe with kindly Change 

Will chear your ſweetly- varied Days; from theſe 
With quicker Senſe you ſhall and firmer Nerves 
Return to Love, when Love again invites, 

Be thoſe the leaſt neglected which inform 510 
With Virtue, Senſe, and Elegance, the Mind: 
Thoſe what before was amiable improve, 

And lend to Love new Grace and Dignity. 

Life too has ſerious Cares, which madly ſcorn'd, 5 15 
The Means of Pleaſure melt. —And Age will come, 
When Love, alas! the Flower of human Joys, 
Muſt ſhrink in horrid Froſt. O hapleſs he! 

Thrice hapleſs then! whoſe only Joy was That; 
Wheſe young Deſires tumultuous ſtill engage 5 20 
To wield a Load of unobedient Limbs. | 
With vain Attempt. Him the inclement Power 

Of craving Impotence, to fonder Toys 

Than other Dotage knows, or eaſy-dup'd 

Credulity can well believe, incites. 525 
Him albthe Nymphs deſpiſe, and the young Loves 
With leering Scora behold ; while vigorous Heat 
Has fled his ſhaken Limbs, ſurviving till 

In his green Fancy. Thence what deſperate Toil 
By Flagellation, and the Rage of Blows, 530 
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To rouſe the Venus loitering i in his Veins! 

Fruitleſs, for Venus unſollicited ? 

The kindeſt Smiles, abhorring painful Rites. 

Ceaſe, reverend Fathers ! from thoſe yourhful Sports 
Retire, before unfiniſh'd Feats betray 535 
Your ſlaken'd Nerves. The hoary Years, deſign'd 
For Wiſdom, for ſedate Philoſophy, 

And Contemplation, ill agree with Love. 

Chearful retire : nor grudge in peeviſh. Saws 

Like envious Monitors, the ſprightly Joys 540 
Of luſty Vouth. You had your genial Time | 
Of Pleafure ;-——ours is on the rapid Wing! 
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Ad you whoſe youthful Blood impetuous rolls, 
| With generous Spirits fraught and kindly Balm, 
| Huſband your Vigour well; if aught or Health, 545 
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Or Off-ſpring numerous, beautiful and ſtrong, 

Or Pleaſure weigh. For from the trite Embrace 
Follow faint Relaxation, Strength impair'd, 

Diſguſt, and mutual Apathy, Love's Bane. 

Some boaſt, I know, their Vigour to renew 550 
And keen Deſire, by Food Reſtorative, 

Or Pharmacy more noxious. Orchis hence, 
Laſcivious Bulb, Satyrion better nam'd; 
And that maritime, which the ſea-born Queen | 
Feeds with her native Spume, Eryngo mild ; 555 | 
Boletus, fam'd among the fungous Tribe ; 

And fell Cauntharides, in various Forms 

Are us'd. But what enſues ? Diſeaſes more 

Than ever burden'd Auſter's dropping Wings. 

Cold Tremors, Spaſins, and Cephalæd's dire, 560 
Eternal Flux of Nature's balmy Deav, | 
Tabes, and gaunt Mara/mus, hideous Loſs | 
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Of godlike Reaſon, and the impriſon'd rage 
Of fierce Lipyria, whoſe collected Fires 
The Vitals only ſeize. Or if the Sons - 56s 
Of jaded Luxury thoſe Plagues eſcape, 
They waſte their melting Youth, and bring grey 
Before their time, grey Hairs and idle Years, 
Leave Nature to herſelf, nor covet more 
Than Nature gives, that but to real Wants 570 
Each well · conducted Appetite provokes. 


Bu T chiefly thee, fair Nymph, behoves to know 
That Love and Joy when in their Prime moſt fear 
Decay, the Fate of all created Things. 


Be frugal then: the coyly-yielded Kiſs 675 


Charms moſt, and gives the moſt ſincere Delight. 
Cheapneſs offends, hence on the Harlot's Lip 
No Rapture hangs, however fair ſhe ſeem, 
However form'd for Love and amorous Play, 
Hail Maodey! fair Female Honour hail ! 580 
Beauty's chief Ornament, and Beauty's ſelf! 
For Beauty muſt with Virtue ever dwell, 
And thou art Virtue ! and without thy Charm 
Beauty diſguſts, and Wit is inſolent 
Thou giv'ſt the Smile its Grace: the melting Kiſs 
To thrill voluptuous to the fainting Soul, 586 
Alas! too tenderly ! and but for thee 
The very Raptures of the lawful Bed, 
Were Outrage and foul Riot, Rites obſcene ! 
Celeſtial Maid! be it lawful that with Lips 590 
Profane I name thee; and in wanton Song. 
But in theſe vicious Days great Nature's Laws 
Are ſpurn'd ; eternal Virtue, which nor Time 
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Nor Place can change, nor Cuſtom changing all, 
Is mock'd to Scorn; and /ewd Abuſe inſtead, 
Daughter of Night, her ſhameleſs Revels holds 59g 
O'er half the Globe, while the chaſte Face of Day 
Eclipſes at her Rites. For Man with Man, | 
And Man with Woman (monſtrous to relate!) 
Leaving the natural Road, themſelves debaſe 
With Deeds unſeemly, and diſhonour foul. 606 
Britons, for ſhame ! Be Male and Female ſtill. 
Baniſh this foreign Vice ; it grows not here; 

It dies, neglected; and in Clime fo chaſte 
Cannot but by forc'd Cultivation thrive. | 
So cultivated ſwells the more our Shame, 605 
The more our Guilt. And ſhall not greater Guilt 
Meet greater Puniſhment and heavier Doom ? 
Not lighter for Delay. Did Juſtice 
The Men of Sodom erſt ? Like us they finn'd, 
Like us they ſought the Paths of monſtrous Joy ; 
Till urg'd to Wrath at laft, all-patient Heaven 610 
Deſcending wrapt them in ſulphurous Storm. 
And where proud Palaces appear'd, the Haunts 
Of Luxury, now ſleeps a ſullen Pool: 
Vengeful Memorial of almighty Ire, 
Againſt the Sons of Lewdneſs exercis'd! 61g 
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